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HIS  magazine  is  dedi- 
cated to  our  English  guests, 
who  have  made  themselves 
a  place  in  our  hearts,  and 
have  made  a  valuable  con- 
tribution to  our  school  life. 


STAFF 
Back  Row — Miss  Stuart,  Miss  Mclnnis,   Miss   Shepley,   Mrs.   Price,   Miss  Argyle,   Miss   Sigurdson. 
Middle  Row — Miss  McHattie,  Miss  Burns,  Miss  Moffat,  Miss  Lowman,  Miss  Douglas. 
Front  Row — Miss  Crawshaw,  M^ss  Grant,  Miss  Gregory,  Miss  Carter  (Head  Mistress),  Mrs.  Munroe, 
Mrs.  Campbell,  Miss  Bell. 


SCHOOL  COUNCIL 
Back  Row — Alice  Bull,  Barbara  A.  King,  Betty  Dowler,  Joan  Harris,  Shirley  Lush,  Joan  Pickard. 
Middle  Row — Margaret  Winstanley,  Anne  Kingsley,  Nancy  Complin,  Eleanor  South,  Sherry  Car- 

ruthers,  Jessie  Dangerfield,  Penelope  Hodgson,  Jean  Love. 
Front  Row—  Prefects — Margaret  Mclnnes,  Shirley  Pinfold,  Winnifred  Ruth  Mclntyre    (Head  Girl), 

Marion  Booth,  Marjorie  Kehm,  Mary  Weiner. 
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Photography  and  Humor  MARIGOLD  MANN 

Activities  ... - BETTY   DOWLER 

Sports - __ ...ROSAMOND   ESLING 

ROOM  REPRESENTATIVES: 

Grade  IX  ELIZABETH   HOLLAND 

Grades  VII  and  VIII DONALDA  MURDOCH 
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A  ND  so  our  school  year  ends.    For  Riverbend,  as  well  as  for  the  rest  of  the 
world,  this  has  been  a  very  momentous  year. 

The  coming  of  our  friends  from  England  has  greatly  enriched  the  life  of  the 
school.  Through  them  we  have  learned  much  of  England  that  we  otherwise 
would  never  have  known. 

During  the  year  the  school  has  accomplished  a  great  deal  in  the  way  of  war 
work.  While  we  knit  or  sew,  we  listen  to  recordings  of  symphonies  and  various 
other  great  works.  By  doing  this,  the  time  is  spent  to  great  advantage.  Thursday 
is  the  day  on  which  we  bring  money  for  War  Savings  Stamps.  As  well  as  doing 
this,  all  the  classes  think  of  different  ways  of  raising  money,  such  as  making 
pins  or  candy  sales. 

Many  girls  will  leave  the  school  this  year  from  Grade  XI  and  Pre-College 
and  go  on  to  other  spheres  of  activity  and  interest.  Though  in  some  ways  the 
war  may  have  made  limitations  to  the  activities  of  girls  of  this  age,  there  is  much 
to  be  done  of  value.  A  few  of  the  girls  graduating  this  year  are  charter  members 
of  the  school. 

Although  many  leave,  many  more  will  come  to  carry  on  the  traditions  of 
Riverbend  and  we  leave  it  to  them  to  create  new  interests  and  to  build  up  the 
old  interests  of  our  school. 

This  year  has  been  one  which  we  will  never  forget  and  we  pray  when  the 
doors  of  the  school  open  again  next  year  they  will  open  upon  a  world  of  peace. 
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Dear  Girls: 

WE  have  been  very  glad  indeed  to  have  Miss  Bell  and  the 
English  girls  with  us  this  year,  and  we  hope  they  have 
enjoyed  their  time  with  us.  This  year  instead  of  a  letter  I 
am  just  going  to  give  you  a  short  poem.   Here  it  is: 

"What  makes  a  man  great?   Is  it  houses  and  land? 
Is  it  argosies  dropping  their  wealth  at  his  feet? 
Is  it  multitudes  shouting  his  name  in  the  street? 
Is  it  power  of  brain?  Is  it  skill  of  hand? 
Is  it  writing  a  book?   Is  it  guiding  a  State? 
No,  no — none  of  these  can  make  a  man  great. 
The  crystal  burns  cold  with  its  beautiful  fire, 
And  is  what  it  is:  it  can  never  be  more; 
The  acorn,  with  something  wrapped  warm  at  the  core 
In  quietness  says — 'To  the  oak  I  aspire.' 
That  something  in  seed  and  in  tree  is  the  same, 
What  makes  a  man  great  is  his  greatness  of  aim" 

Affectionately, 

May  Carter 
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Notes 


PRE-COLLEGE  FAMOUS  LAST  WORDS 


Dory  Edmond:  You  see,  I  take  my  hands 
off  the  wheel  and  the  car  steers  itself. 

Carol  Lockhart:  What  a  life! 

Mary  E.  Edgar:  My  tombstone  is  quite 
well-designed. 

Gloria  Brown:  Who  do  you  think  I  saw 
last  night?   ! 

Mary  Weiner:  You  do  think  you're  clev- 
er, don't  you? 

Mary  Carpenter  (while  driving  a  car  in 
the  Rockies):  Do  look  at  that  preci- 
pice; isn't  it  thrilling!  (Car  does  nose- 
dive over  the  "thrill.") 


Jane  Swithinbank:  But  .  .  .  why      ?  ? 

Gloria  Cortrite:  (No  words  here,  only 
long  silences  broken  by  guffaws  of 
laughter  or  "Down  Argentine  Way." 

Ruth  Wilkinson:  Do  you  like  my  hair 
like  this  or  when  it's  loose? 

Phyllis  Hunter:  Miss  Stuart,  will  you 
please  play  "Danse  Macabre"? 

Janet  Edgar:  I'll  see  you  on  the  ski- 
train. 

All:  Who  are  you  taking  to  the  dance? 


THURSDAY  IN  GRADE  XI 


8.15 — Doris  and  Mona-Shirley  clatter 
in,  loudly  discussing  plans  for  the 
week-end. 

8.17 — Esther  arrives,  fresh  from  mea- 
sles, snatches  the  German  crib 
from  the  desk,  and  buries  her- 
self in  it. 

8. 17  x/2 — Winnifred  Ruth  dashes  in,  look- 
ing hopefully  for  the  German 
crib.    Foiled  again! 

8.25 — Marion  glides  down  the  hall,  re- 
minding stray  players  about  the 
basketball  practice. 

8.30 — Shirley  Pin  darts  into  the  room, 
grabs  Marjorie's  French  transla- 
tion and  makes  up  for  time  wast- 
ed the  night  before. 

8.35 — Doris  and  Mona-Shirley  leave  for 
the  library. 

8.35-8.45 — A  few  more  straggle  in. 

8.45 — Miss  Grant  arrives  in  spirit. 

8.54 — Reita  hangs  over  the  hall  radia- 
tor, deep  in  conversation  with 
Dorothy  Dickson.  Doris  and 
Mona  return. 

8.55 — First  bell.    Makes  no  impression. 


8.56 — Miss  Grant  arrives  in  person. 
Scattered  good  mornings.  Winni- 
fred Ruth  remembers  in  a  loud 
voice  that  the  first  bell  has  rung. 

8.57 — Miss  Lowman  appears  in  door- 
way— "Benches,  girls." 

8.57  V2 — Pin,  Marion,  and  Druth  wander 

dazedly  from  the  room. 
8.58 — Barbara   Anne,   looking   in  vain 
for   Betty   Best,   follows   protes- 
tingly.   The  second  bell  rings. 

8.58  Yz — Margaret   Hamilton,    coughing 

faintly,  asks  to  be  excused  from 
going  to  prayers. 

8.59 — Betty  Best  breezes  in,  carefully 
hiding  the  holes  in  her  blazer. 

9.00-9.12 — Pounding  in  the  water  pipe 
at  the  back  of  the  room. 

9.13 — Bran,  having  had  a  strenuous 
basketball  practice  the  night  be- 
fore, produces  a  pillow  and  her 
knitting  and  settles  down  for  the 
day. 

9.14 — Miss  Grant  taking  roll  call. 
"Rosamond  Esling?  Where's 
Rozy?  Is  she  away  again?  Has 
anyone  brought  money  for  War 
Savings  Stamps?" 
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9.14% — Pin  proudly  drops  a  penny  in 

"Snake." 
9.15 — Miss   Argyle   waits   patiently   in 

hall. 
9.16 — Miss  Grant  departs,  followed,  as 
usual,   by   Shirley  Rooper,   with 
her  half -knitted  sock. 
9.17 — Miss    Argyle    strides    in,    grins, 
"Good  morning,"  drops  apparatus 
and  chuckles  merrily  about  it. 
9.45 — Miss    Gregory    comes   in,    poises 
waiting  for  a   "Good   morning," 
and   proceeds  to  ration   out  the 
time. 
9.59 — Shirley  Lush  goes  a  half-minute 
overtime,  discussing  a  Catholic- 
ism." 
9.59  ^ — Betty  Cameron  loudly  reminds 
Lush  that  the  time  is  short. 

10.20 — Miss  Carter  clicks  in,  breathless, 
sets  down  her  books,  remarks  on 
the  distance  between  the  houses, 
and  dictates  ten  words. 

10.30 — Shirley  Edmond  confounds  Miss 
Carter  with  new  French  con- 
struction. Miss  Carter  promptly 
asks  her  what  time  she  went  to 
bed. 

10.46 — Pin  prances  to  the  front  and  calls 
loudly  for  French  books.  Every- 
one has  gone  for  milk  and  bis- 
cuits. 

10.55 — Margaret  Mclnnes  dazedly  raises 
her  head  from  her  book,  wonders 
where  everyone  has  gone,  and 
continues  reading  (completely 
forgetting  it  was  she  who  an- 
nounced the  house  meetings). 

11.00 — Clouds  of  chalk  dust  arise  in  a 
last  vain  attempt  to  show  clean 
running  shoes. 

11.05 — Gym — Miss  Lowman  trips  lightly 
down  the  line,  docking  thirds  of 
points  for  dirty  shoes. 

11.32 — Dulcie  removes  her  shorts  and 
struggles  into  her  tunic,  all  the 
while  chatting  gaily  to  Joan,  for- 
getful of  the  waiting  Latin  class. 

11.35 — Joan  returns  to  remind  Mclnnes 
that  she  should  be  at  Latin,  not 
extra  Algebra. 

12.00 — Miss  Moffat  scurries   into  room. 

12.05 — B.  Anne  stands  for  a  split  sec- 
ond and  re-tumbles  onto  pillow 
with  knitting. 


1207— Miss  Moffat  scans  faces  to  find 
one  which  might  possibly  have 
done  its  homework — spies  Mar- 
garet Winstanley. 
12.07-12-13 — Margaret  reads  her  answer 
to  a  question  which  required  only 
two  words. 
12.31 — I'm  hungry,  too. 

1.'8 — Lush,  "O  Miss  Grant,  you  should 
see  the  fan  ballet — it's  a  scream!" 

1.40 — Only  two  in  the  room  for  roll 
call — the  rest  at  basketball  prac- 
tice (?) 

1.41 — Miss  Shepley  waits  avidly  in  the 
hall. 

1.42 — Feverish  work. 

1.59 — Alice  and  Lorna  wander  in.  "Ex- 
cuse us,  please,  Miss  Shepley,  we 
aren't  really  late.  We  were  just 
waiting  for  Isobel.  She's  so 
slow." 

2.11 — Miss  Grant  asks  for  Wednesday's 
prep.  Betty  Best  answers  the 
first  question  from  Marjorie's 
book,  across  the  aisle.  Marigold 
disentangles  her  legs,  crawls  out 
of  the  piles  of  books  surrounding 
her,  shakes  her  hair  back,  wig- 
gles her  eyebrows  and  answers 
the  second  question.  Miss  Grant 
suspiciously  asks  Betty  B.  for  the 
third  one.  Betty  cranes  her  head 
over  Mclnnes'  shoulder,  and  Miss 
Grant  brings  her  back  Saturday 
morning. 

2.40 — Those  not  in  Physics  Lab.  remain 
to  study  (?) 

3.10— Recess. 

3.25 — Study  begins.  Miss  Lowman 
bounces  in  and  looks  blankly  at 
the  stream  of  girls  leaving  the 
room  (forgetting  they  belong  to 
the  other  half  of  the  Physics 
class). 

3.30— Most  of  the  rest  of  the  class  go 
to  the  library  leaving  Miss  Low- 
man  with  a  study  of  about  four 
people. 

345 — People  return  in  order  to  pile 
books  before   going   to  knitting. 

4.00— Knitting. 

4.30— Bell. 

4.45 — Shirley  P.  collects  pound  and 
chases  stray  pupils  from  the 
school. 
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GRADE  X 


OUR  CLASS  IN  SONG 

Jessie  Dangerfield  —  "You're  Danger- 
ous." 

Dorothy    Dickson — "Is    it    True    What 
They  Say  About  Dixie?" 

Betty  Dowler — "Heaven  Help  the  Work- 
ing Girl." 

Virginia   George  —  "Keep   An   Eye   On 
Your  Heart." 

Joan  Harris— "The  Wise  Old  Owl." 

Penelope  Hodgson — "Pennies  From 
Heaven." 

Anne    Kingsley — "Annie    Doesn't    Live 
There  Any  More." 


Jane  Lee — "Lazy  Bones." 

Jean  Love — "My  Little  Fraternity  Pin." 

Helen  McLean — "Sweet  and  Low." 

Jean   McNearn— "For  When   I  Walk  I 
Always  Walk  With  Billy." 

Patricia  Northcote— "The  Navy's  Here." 

Helen    Palk— "She's    Tall,    She's    Tan, 
She's  Terrific." 

Joan  Pickard — ''The  Nearness  of  You." 

Isobel  Rice- Jones — "Do  I  Worry?" 

Miss  Shepley — "I've  Got  My  Eyes  On 
You." 


GRADE  IX 


Elizabeth  Auld— 

"The  hand  that  made  you  fair  hath 
made  you   good."   —   Measure  for 
Measure. 
Rosa  Rayner — 

"A  rose   by   any  other  name  would 
smell  as  sweet." — Romeo  and  Juliet. 
Mildred  Longstaffe — 

"  'Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost, 
Than  never  to  have  loved  at  all." 
■ — In  Memoriam. 
Pat  Bernard — 

"Straining    harsh    discords    and    un- 
pleasant sharps!" — Romeo  and 
Juliet. 
Kitty  Rainey — 

"A  close  mouth  catcheth  no  flies." — 
Don  Quixote. 
Betty  Loggie— 

"Her  flowing  locks — the  raven's 
wing." — Burns. 
Jean  Gardiner — 

"Ye  have  many  strings  to  your  bowe." 
— Proverb,  by  Heywood. 
Kathleen  Richardson — "She  wears  the 
rose  of  youth." — Anthony  and  Cleo- 
patra. 


Eleanor  South — 

"There's  nothing  half  so  sweet, 
As  love's  young  dream." 

— Love's  Young  Dream. 

Helen  Trickey — 

"Her  voice  was  ever  soft,  gentle  and 
low — an  excellent  thing."  —  King 
Lear. 

Elizabeth  Holland— 

"That    place    where    I    do    keep    my 

books, 
...  Is  unto  me  a  glorious  court." 

—By  Fletcher. 
Nancy  Complin — 

"How   far   that   little    candle   throws 
its  beams; 
So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty 
world." 

— The  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Misis  Gregory  — 

"A  lamp  unto  our  feet  and  a  light 
unto  our  path." — Psalms. 

The  Class— 

"We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of 
brothers." — King  Henry  V. 


TTVHE  eights  filed  in  with  a  bang  and 
a   din, 
The  sevens  trundled  after. 
Then  mischief  was  ready  to  begin, 


GRADES  VII  AND  VIII 

Mingled  with  shouts  of  laughter. 


Books  were  hurled  high  in  the  echoing 
air, 
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'Mid  shrieks  and  yells  and  screams  of  Joan  hurriedly  took  it  and  blotting 

rage,  began; 

And  teasing  and  grieving  and  pulling  of  More  blotters  were  tossed  to  the  scene 

hair —  of  the  mess, 

Disgraceful  for  girls  of  such  an  age.  And  Valery  spoilt  the  front  of  her  dress. 

Diana  fussed  and  fumed  and  boiled,  Maricn  tried  to  study  her  maths 

'Cause   Ellen   and   Peggy  her  pen   had  While   Shirley   and   Gail   were   asking, 

spoiled;  ''What  class?'' 

Sherry,  the  President,  scolded  in  vain;  Donalda   was   changing  her   tunic   and 
Grades  seven  and  eight  were  at  it  again.  shirt; 

And  Betty  was  cleansing  her  shoes  of 
Robin   and   Marie   turned   towards   the  their  dirt. 

door; 

Miss  Mclnnis  arrived  and  mischief  was  Marjory   and   Mary   are    good   girls   in 

o'er:  class, 

Banging  and  bumping  immediately  But  are  ready  to  join  in  the  fun  when 

stopped, —  they  are  asked. 

Attention  was  turned  on  ink  to  be  The  bell  sounded  loud  and  the  classes 

mopped.  began, 

And  now  they  are  working  as  hard  as 
Isobel  hastened  a  blotter  to  bring;  they  can! 


HOW  WELL  DO  YOU  KNOW  YOUR  PREFECTS? 

"IWTATCH  the  prefect  with  the  proverb  which  fits  her,  by  putting  the  number 
of  the  prefect  in  the  space  in  front  of  the  proverb. 


1.  Winnifred  Ruth  Mclntyre- 

2.  Marion  Booth — 

3.  Betty  Best— 

4.  Shirley  Pinfold— 

5.  Marjorie  Kehm — 

6.  Margaret  Mclnnes — 

7.  Mary  Weiner — 

8.  All  the  Prefects— 


)    "Hurry  not,  worry  not." 
)    "Practice  makes  perfect." 
)    "Speed    is    essential    in    all 

things." 
)    "Silence  is  golden." 
)    "Rhapsody  of  words." 
)    "Second  thoughts,  they  say, 

are  best." 
)   "Look  before  you  leap." 
)   "Creation  sleeps." 


Look  for  answers  on  page  41. 


LIGHTS  OUT  WITH  THE  BOARDERS 

Betty  Cameron — O,   go  to  sleep.   We'll      Kathleen — I  hope  Shirley  Temple  will 

talk  in  the  morning.  sleep  well  tonight. 

Diana  and  Valery— Let's  get  up  and  go      Rosa   and   Ellen— There's   a   basketball 


down  the  fire  escape. 

Anne  Kingsley — Miss  Shepley,  do  stay 
and  talk  to  us. 

Marigold  and  Mary — Couldn't  we  be  last 
tonight?   Please 

Robin — Let's  see  if  we  can  talk  till  mid- 
night! 

Patricia— Mar j.,  will  you  put  my  hair      Jean   Gardiner— Ah— ,   do  we  have  to 
up  in  curlers?  g°  to  bed  now? 


game   tomorrow,   so   we   must   go   tc 

sleep  right  away. 
Shirley  and  Marjorie — I  wonder  what 

he's  doing  tonight! 
Jean  Ross — Shut  up!   I'm  trying  to  hear 

my  French  under  the  bed  clothes. 
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Bette  Street — Hurry  up,  Marie. 

Marie  (grabbing  curlers  and  diving  on 

to  the  bed) — I'm  ready! 
Jane  (giving  a  final  brush  to  her  hair)  — 

Is  it  9.30? 
Carol — Please,    just   a   minute.    I   have 

just  one  more  page  to  read. 
Elizabeth — We  aren't  babies.  Why  can't 

we  do  what  we  want? 


Penny — Open  the  window,  Anne. 
Reita  and  Gloria — We  can  go  down  town 

tomorrow,  anyhow. 
Dorothy — Oh  gee,  I  wish  I  was  going 

home  this  week-end. 
Marion  Booth  (when  in  boarding) — It's 

such  fun  being  a  boarder.   I  think  I'll 

go  down  to  the  club. 


AS  WE  IMAGINE  THE  TEACHERS'  RELAXATIONS 

(Taking  place  in  the  drawing-room) 


Miss  Carter — Analyzing  our  characters. 
Miss    Gregory — Reading    a    school    girl 

book  by  Angela  Brazil. 
Mrs,   Munroe — Lying   worn-out  on   the 

floor   after   explaining   things   to   the 

boarders. 
Miss  Grant — Reading  poetry  with  dra- 
matic emphasis  in  one  corner  of  the 

drawing-room. 
Miss  Shepley — Working  out  a  geometry 

problem  on  one  of  the  polished  tables. 
Miss  Douglas — Stitching  up  Miss  Grant's 

gown  on  the  sewing  machine. 
Miss    Lowman — Thinking    of    the    next 

gym  display  in  great  despair. 
Miss  Moffat — Trying  to  concentrate  on 

Gibson's    "Decline    and    Fall    of    the 

Roman  Empire"  through  the  din. 
Miss  Stuart — Telling  the  latest  Lambie 

story  to  anyone  who  wTill  listen. 
Miss  Bell — Roaring  with  laughter  over 

the  latest  copy  of  "Punch." 


Miss  Crawshaw — Going  into  raptures 
over  some  reproductions  of  art. 

Mrs.  Price — Knitting  for  the  Red  Cross 
in  an  absent-minded  way. 

Mrs.  Campbell — Wondering  if  she  needs 
a  new  tune  for  the  kindergarten. 

Miss   Burns — Mentally   reckoning   up 
mcney  brought  in  by  the  sale  of  mitts. 

Miss  Mclnnis  —  Trying  to  shout  in 
French  above  the  uproar  to  Miss  Car- 
ter who  isn't  listening. 

Miss  Argyle — Explaining  to  Miss  Bell 
about  the  misbehavior  of  some  ex- 
periment. 

Miss  McHattie — Reading  a  text-book  on 
elementary  bookkeeping. 

Miss  Sigurdson  —  Hanging  over  the 
gramophone  listening  to  Bach  through 
the  babel  of  voices. 

General  impression  of  an  outsider — Too 
many  efficient  people  making  too 
much  noise. 
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Activities 


HOUSE  NOTES 

"  TOLLY  good  fun,"  is  a  phrase  which 
^  describes  the  English  girls  who 
entered  the  four  houses  this  fall.  House 
picnics  were  held  in  September  in  order 
that  the  new  girls  might  become  better 
acquainted  with  the  fellow  members  of 
their  houses.  The  day  chosen  for  the 
event  proved  ideal  and  an  entertaining 
afternoon  was  spent  by  the  river,  in 
the  country  or  at  a  farm. 

With  the  Christmas  season  came  prep- 
arations for  providing  hampers  for  poor 
families. 

The  members  of  Garry  Hall  brought 
clothing,  canned  goods  and  toys,  which 
all  went  together  in  a  Christmas  hamper 
for  the  Sing  family. 

York  Hall  provided  hampers  for  two 
families  this  Christmas.  Many  hours 
were  taken  up  wrapping  interesting 
bundles  and  packing  them  in  boxes. 
The  families  appreciated  the  gifts  im- 
mensely and  the  members  of  York  Hall 
were  only  too  glad  to  give  them  a  Merry 
Christmas. 

Luxuries  and  necessities  crowded  sev- 
eral large  boxes  which  were  delivered 
to  the  Keep  family  by  the  members  of 
Nelson  Hall.  All  the  girls  worked  very 
hard  and  were  well  rewarded  for  their 
efforts,  because  one  more  family  was 
provided  for  at  Christmas. 

Father  Christmas  never  forgets  chil- 
dren. The  boys  and  girls  of  Point  Doug- 
las Mission  always  look  forward  to  their 
Christmas  party.  Douglas  Hall  provided 
dolls,  games,  soldiers,  guns  and  other 
toys  for  the  children  this  Christmas. 
Several  of  the  senior  members  of  Doug- 
las Hall  attended  the  Christmas  party. 

All  four  houses  participated  in  Sports 
Day,  each  attempting  to  prove  its  pow- 
ers over  the  others.  The  inter-house 
basketball  games  were  played  at  the  end 
of  April.  These  games  created  great  ex- 
citement and  extended  house  spirit. 


Two  other  important  activities  are 
yet  to  take  place,  the  tennis  competi- 
tions and  the  lilac  tea.  With  these  events 
the  house  activities  come  to  a  close  for 
1940-41. 

A.K.,  J.L.,  J.D.,  B.D. 


THE  YOUTH  CONFERENCE 

TOURING  the  early  part  of  February 
three  girls,  representing  Riverbend, 
attended  the  Youth  Conference  held  at 
Gordon  Bell  High  School.  The  Confer- 
ence consisted  of  three  sessions,  and  one 
main  session,  in  which  a  summary  of  the 
previous  meetings  and  the  printed  agen- 
da were  drawn  up. 

The  first  session  was  divided  into  two 
sections.  The  first  dealt  with  "Youth's 
Contribution  to  Canada's  War  Effort." 
It  was  decided  that  by  economizing  and 
by  self-sacrifice,  youth  can  best  serve 
its  country. 

The  second  session  of  the  first  meet- 
ting  was  based  around  "Youth  and  Em- 
ployment." In  this  session,  the  boys  for 
once  outtalked  the  girls.  It  was  decided 
that  schools  should  have  an  employment 
service,  that  a  vocational  counsellor 
would  be  of  great  value  to  high  school 
students,  and  that  recreational  centres 
should  be  established  where  they  would 
be  appreciated. 

The  chief  topics  discussed  in  the  sec- 
ond meeting  were,  "International  Rela- 
tions," Canadian  Democracy"  and  "Civic 
Affairs."  The  Rowell-Sirois  report  was 
also  discussed,  but  we  got  no  further 
than  the  government  did. 

The  third  session  centered  around  the 
student  and  high  school  problems.  "The 
Extent  of  Unitary  Credit"  and  "Self- 
government"  were  some  of  the  sub- 
topics in  this  last  session. 

A  dance  was  held  between  the  first 
and  second  sessions.  This  helped  to  bring 
those  attending  together  and  created  a 
friendlier  feeling  among  the  debaters. 

A.  B. 


14 


Vox    Flumini  s 


THE    65TH    GIRL    GUIDE    COMPANY 

A  CHIEVEMENT  sounds  the  keynote  of 
this  year's  activity. 

Thanks  are  due  to  Mrs.  Darby,  whose 
able  and  appreciated  assistance  set  the 
company  well  on  its  way.  Thanks  are 
also  due  to  Mary  Harris,  who  aided  the 
company  in  all  its  activities. 

The  Guides  have  managed  their  own 
meetings.  More  of  the  responsibility  of 
running  the  company  has  rested  on  their 
shoulders  than  in  previous  years.  The 
English  girls,  some  of  whom  were 
Guides  in  England,  have  accepted  much 
of  this  added  responsibility  and  have 
been  a  great  asset. 

Our  activities  were  many,  including 
the  passing  of  a  part  of  the  toy-maker's 
badge,  skating  races,  a  spook  party,  a 
variety  show,  a  pageant  and  district  in- 
spection. Two  of  the  high-lights  of  the 
year  were  the  church  parade  and  the 
address  of  Princess  Alice  to  all  the  pa- 
trol leaders  in  the  city. 

Throughout  the  year  each  new  step 
forward  has  brought  with  it  not  only 
its  work,  but  also  its  pleasures.  May  the 
company  next  year  remember  that 
whatever  is  worth  doing  is  worth  doing 
well. 

J.  H. 


April   25th.     They   heard   her   make    a 
speech. 

Betty  Cooper. 


BROWNIES 


rpHE  "Brownies"  have  had  a  very  suc- 
cessful and  happy  year.  The  meet- 
ings commenced  in  October,  with  Mrs. 
Stitson  as  Brown  Owl  and  Janet  Edgar 
as  the  Tawny  Owl.  There  are  four 
sixes,  the  Elves,  Imps,  Fairies,  and  Pix- 
ies. The  "sixer"  of  the  Elves  is  Eliza- 
beth Moody,  the  "sixer"  of  the  Imps  is 
Arma  Sifton,  the  "sixer"  of  the  Fairies 
is  Judy  Adamson,  and  the  "sixer"  of  the 
Pixies  is  Betty  Cooper. 

The  four  "sixers"  were  invited  to  the 
Lord  Baden-Powell  Memorial  Service, 
held  at  the  Civic  Auditorium.  Brownies 
all  over  the  world  were  asked  to  ob- 
serve one  minute's  silence  in  memory 
of  him. 

The  "sixers"  went  to  see  Princess 
Alice   at   the   Parliament   Buildings   on 


THE  CHRISTMAS  PARTY 

f\N  December  19th  the  members  of  the 
senior  school  were  Miss  Carter's 
guests  at  a  Christmas  party  in  the  school 
gym.  Red  and  green  decorations  and  a 
glittering,  gift-laden  Christmas  tree 
gave  the  room  a  festive,  holiday  air. 

Skits  of  interesting  variety  were  per- 
formed by  each  class.  Then  everyone 
had  a  jolly  time,  trying  to  follow  the 
lead  of  the  English  girls  in  a  Roger  de 
Coverley  dance.  After  Miss  Carter  had 
presented  each  girl  with  a  gift,  the 
party  was  topped  off  by  one  of  Mrs. 
Munroe's  delightful  suppers. 

H.  M.  P. 


ART  CLASSES 

T^HIS  year  we  had  the  art  classes  on 
Tuesdays.  We  started  by  doing  water- 
color  paintings  of  a  pumpkin;  since 
then  we  have  tried  pastels,  plaques,  clay 
models  and  Christmas  cards.  Several 
of  the  class  did  posters  for  the  opera 
and  others  painted  the  stool  and  the 
throne.  We  are  very  much  obliged  to 
Miss  Crawshaw,  who  has  taught  us  with 
great  patience  and  given  us  a  great  deal 
of  new  knowledge.  We  hope  there  will 
be  as  many  people  in  the  class  next  year 
as  there  have  been  this,  and  that  they 
will  enjoy  the  class  as  much  as  we  have. 

C.  L. 


WAR  WORK 


GRADES  I  AND  II 

1  War  Savings  Certificate. 
1  Afghan. 

GRADES  III  AND  IV 

1  Afghan  for  the  Red  Cross. 
12  Knitted    face    cloths    for    the    Red 

Cross. 
3  War  Savings   Certificates,   sent  to: 

(a)  Lakeside  Fresh  Air  Camp. 

(b)  Westminster    Church. 

(c)  St.  Andrew's  Church. 
Approximately  14  pounds  of  tin  foil. 
Contribution  of  62c  to  War  Services 

Fund. 
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GRADES  V  AND  VI 

Grades  V  and  VI  are  making  knit- 
ting-needle holders.  They  are  made  of 
felt  and  the  two  mitts  are  joined  by  a 
piece  of  elastic.  We  sell  them  at  ten 
cents  each.  All  together,  we  have  made 
$27.14.  We  have  bought  seven  War 
Savings  Certificates  which  we  have  sent 
to  the  following:  Junior  Red  Cross, 
Children's  Home,  Junior  Humane  So- 
ciety, Institute  for  the  Blind,  Museum. 
Salvation  Army  and  Deer  Lodge  Hos- 
pital. 

We  have  also  knitted  face  cloths  and 
an  afghan,  and  have  collected  things 
for  the  salvage  work. 

J.  C. 


GRADES  VII  AND  VIII 

We  have  completed  an  afghan  of  red 
and  gray  for  the  Red  Cross. 

Two  certificates  have  been  completed; 
one  has  been  sent  to  the  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
the  other  to  the  Red  Cross.  The  third 
one  has   been   started   for  the   I.O.D.E. 

Hangers  have  been  sold  to  obtain 
money  for  War  Savings  Stamps. 

The  work  Grades  VII  and  VIII  have 
produced  includes: 

4  pairs  of  socks. 

5  scarves. 
1  helmet. 

1  amputation  cover. 
1  pullover  sweater. 
1  baby's  layette. 

1  cardigan. 

2  pairs  of  wristlets. 
2  sweaters. 

1  pair  of  mitts. 

W.  E.  S. 


GRADE  IX 


During  the  past  school  year,  the  girls 
of  Grade  IX  have  been  doing  their  share 
for  the  war  effort.  They  have  purchased 
two  War  Savings  Certificates  and  are 
completing  a  third.  One  was  sent  to 
the  Winnipeg  General  Hospital  and  the 
other  to  the  Manitoba  Sanatorium  at 
Ninette. 

At  school  and  at  home,  the  girls  have 
been  knitting  various  articles.  They 
have  gone  to  the  drawing  room  from 
four   to   four-thirty,    where    they   knit. 


These  articles  consist  of  4  scarves,  3 
pairs  of  socks,  4  babies'  jackets,  1  baby's 
bonnet,  1  neck-piece  and  3  afghans. 

Along  with  the  other  girls  they  are 
doing  their  part  to  help  Britain  win 
the  war. 

E.  S. 


GRADE  X  WAR  EFFORT 

For  Red  Cross  work,  Grade  X  has 
been  knitting  industriously;  so  far  we 
have  completed:  5  pairs  of  socks,  2 
pairs  of  mitts,  5  scarves,  and  3  sweaters 
— and  there  are  more  articles  in  the 
making. 

For  War  Savings  Certificates,  we  had 
form  fines  for  spilling  ink,  wearing  nail 
polish  to  school,  etc.  The  fines  mounted 
up  considerably!  Also  some  of  the  girls 
have  been  making  brooches  with  names 
on  them;  nearly  a  hundred  of  these 
brooches  have  been  sold.  With  a  por- 
tion of  the  money  made  from  these 
brooches  some  candy  is  going  to  be 
sent  to  girls  in  England. 

P.   N. 


GRADE  XI  WAR  WORK 

Individual  and  class  buying  of  War 
Savings  Stamps  has  been  Grade  XI's 
chief  war-work.  As  a  class  it  has  col- 
lected two  War  Savings  Certificates, 
the  last  of  which  will  be  donated  to 
Victorian  Order  of  Nurses.  In  addition 
to  this,  Grade  XI  held  a  successful 
candy  sale  in  the  Easter  term  and  col- 
lected five  dollars  and  fifteen  cents.  At 
present  it  is  engaged  in  making  water- 
coasters,  dinner-mats  and  book-marks 
with  the  school  crest  on  them,  which 
will  be  sold  and  the  proceeds  converted 
into  War  Savings  Certificates.  Besides 
this,  we  knitted  in  three  periods  a  week 
all  last  term  for  the  forces  and  the 
Red  Cross. 

J.   H. 


LD3RARY  NOTES 

rpHIS  year,  much  to  our  appreciation, 
the  Alumnae  had  the  library  cata- 
logued. We  now  have  a  record  of  every 
book  in  the  library.  The  key  to  the 
non-fiction  is: 

000  General  Works. 

100  Philosophy. 
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200  Religion. 

300  Sociology. 

400  Languages. 

500  Pure  Science. 

600  Useful  Arts. 

700  Fine  Arts. 

800  Literature. 

900  History. 

910  Geography  and  Travel. 
B  Biography. 
92  Collective  Biography. 

This  is  a  great  help,  and  we  want  to 
express  our  thanks  to  the  Alumnae  and 
to  Miss  Grant,  who  has  given  so  much 
time  to  the  library. 

A  large  case  has  been  added  to  those 
in  the  library  and  we  are  now  waiting 
for  contributions  to  fill  these  shelves. 

Remember,  the  library  is  yours.  Use 
it. 

The  Librarians. 


DIDO  AND  AENEAS 

/^NE  of  the  annual  Riverbend  enter- 
prises  is  a  production  of  some  kind. 
This  year,  it  was  decided  to  attempt 
one  of  Henry  Purcell's  operas,  entitled 
"Dido  and  Aeneas."  Encouraged  by  the 
enthusiasm  and  able  direction  of  Miss 
Grant,  arrangements  were  made  for  re- 
search on  historical  background,  cos- 
tumes and  properties,  during  the  sum- 
mer holidays.  By  the  first  of  the  year, 
plans  were  under  way.  The  opera  was 
presented  on  January  30th  and  31st. 

The  story  is  based  on  the  classical 
mythology  of  Rome  and  pertains  to  the 
wanderings  of  Aeneas  in  his  search  for 
a  new  Troy,  under  the  guidance  of  the 
fates.  The  part  of  Dido,  the  queen  of 
Carthage,  where  Aeneas  desired  to  set- 
tle, was  aptly  portrayed  and  sung  by 
Alice  Bull.  The  hero,  torn  between  love 
and  duty,  was  played  by  Shirley  Ed- 
mond.  The  lady-in-waiting  to  Dido, 
her  confidante  and  adviser,  Belinda, 
was  well  sung  by  Lorna  Aikins.  The 
fates,  who  were  the  masters  of  Aeneas' 
future,  were  led  by  Doris  Morcarella, 
who,  with  her  effective  voice  and  make- 
up, received  great  applause  from  the 
audience.  Other  soloists  were  Penelope 
Hodgson,  Mary  Weiner,  Anne  Kingsley, 
and  Rosamond  Esling. 


The  choruses  of  the  sailors,  the  fates, 
and  the  ladies-in-waiting,  were  under 
the  able  direction  of  Filmer  Hubble  for 
singing,  and  Gwenneth  Lloyd  for  danc- 
ing. 

The  costumes  were  made  and  painted 
by  the  students.  As  the  play  was  sym- 
bolic rather  than  pictorial,  few  stage 
properties  were  required,  but  these  few 
were  skilfully  designed  and  painted  by 
the  students.  Another  group  of  girls 
studied  the  use  and  effects  of  lights,  and 
installed  lighting  equipment  which  is 
now  a  permanent  fixture  in  the  audi- 
torium. 

Both  nights  a  fine  audience  accepted 
the   opera  with  much   enthusiasm. 

S.  E. 


GRADUATION  1940 

TDIVERBEND  School,  on  Tuesday, 
^  June  17th,  1940,  brought  its  first 
decade  of  service  to  a  close.  The  tenth 
graduation  in  the  history  of  the  school 
was  held  in  Westminster  Church.  The 
address  to  the  twenty-seven  members 
of  the  graduating  class  was  given  by 
Rev.  J.  W.  Clarke,  who  placed  his 
emphasis  on  the  word  "responsibility." 
During  the  course  of  the  afternoon, 
awards  and  prizes  were  presented  to 
students  and  graduates.  Following  the 
proceedings,  guests  were  invited  to  a 
garden  party  held  on  the  grounds  of 
the  school.  In  the  evening  the  gradu- 
ates brought  their  school  careers  to  an 
end  as  guests  at  a  dance  arranged  by 
the  Board  of  Governors  and  members 
of  the  Alumnae. 

J.  J. 


LECTURES 

"PEARLY  in  the  year  we  had  an  illus- 
trated  lecture  by  Miss  Kathleen 
Lovelace  on  her  escape  from  France, 
just  before  the  Nazi  invasion. 

Major  Ney,  who  has  for  many  years 
been  organizing  tours  to  Europe,  told 
of  the  work  of  the  National  Council  of 
Education  in  promoting  the  better  un- 
derstanding between  young  people  of 
different  nations.  He  illustrated  his 
lecture  with  moving  pictures. 

Miss  Gruchy,   who  was  the  first  or- 
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dained  woman  in  the  United  Church, 
gave  us  an  account  of  the  women's 
work  of  the  United  Church  in  Canada. 

Something  of  the  work  being  done 
by  the  women  in  the  British  Isles  dur- 
ing war-time  was  explained  to  us  by 
Mrs.  Ney.  We  heard  of  the  different 
women's  organizations  and  how  rations 
were  worked  out. 

We  were  greatly  honored  in  having  a 
visit  from  Madame  Genet,  president  of 
the  Royal  Academy  of  Dancing.  Fol- 
lowing a  short  talk  by  Madame  Genet, 


three  of  Miss  Lloyd's  pupils  gave  a 
demonstration  of  ballet  steps.  Then 
Miss  Betina  Byers  of  Toronto  delighted 
us  with  a  Russian  peasant  dance. 

A  representative  from  the  Coca-Cola 
Company  came  to  the  school  to  show  a 
colored  sound  film  on  the  discovery 
and  manufacturing  of  Coca-Cola.  After- 
wards ice  cold  "Cokes"  were  served  to 
the  audience,  proving  them  to  be  "the 
pause  that  refreshes." 

S.  P. 
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Literary 


THOUGHTS   OF  A  COAST-GUARD 

The  moon  is  sending  o'er  the  sea 

A  silver  streak  of  light. 
I  would  that  I  could  sail  away 

Along  that  path  so  bright; 
The  breeze  behind  me  fresh  and  strong 

As  I  go  through  the  night, 

To  find,  far  off,  another  land, 
Where  all  is  fair  and  good — 

A  little  island  in  the  sea, 
Where  man  has  never  stood; 

An  island  that  is  all  for  me; 
For  me,  and  for  my  good. 

A  coral  island,  in  a  sea 

Of  burning  sapphire  blue, 
With  rainbow  fishes  in  the  pools, 

And  clutching  crablets  too. 
And  coloured  shells  along  the  shore, 

Of  every  shade  and  hue. 

And  there,  upon  the  golden  beach, 

I  could  at  leisure  stand; 
And  watch  the  frothing  waves  rear  up 

The  long  firm  stretch  of  sand; 
Not,   as  beneath  the  cold  sky  now, 

With  bayonet  in  my  hand. 

But  then,  when  I  was  far  away 

Across  the  glimm'ring  sea; 
Lying  upon  the  warm  gold  sand 

In  lazy  ecstasy; 
I  know  that  I  should  always  think 

That   England   needed  me. 

The  moon  is  sending  o'er  the  sea 

A    dancing,    beck'ning    light: 
But  'tis  not  yet  I'd  go   away, 

For  I  will  stay  and  fight. 
And  then,  when  all  is  peace  again 
I'll  sail  out  through  the  night. 
Elizabeth  Holland, 

Grade  IX,  York  Hall. 


A  MOONLIGHT  MYSTERY 

rpHE  cool-scented  breeze  of  a  tropic 
■*-  evening  blew  softly  over  the  heat- 
drenched  earth  of  the  Island  of  Ceylon 
as  John  Brooks  sat  on  the  veranda  of 


his  bungalow,  enjoying  an  after-dinner 
cigar.  Unlike  the  stifling  climate  of 
India,  the  spicy  breezes  of  this  island 
are  a  touch  of  Paradise  after  the  sultry 
day.  As  the  short  twilight  deepened 
into  night,  the  full  round  moon  rose 
slowly  and  majestically,  transforming 
the  gathering  darkness  into  a  light  al- 
most as  bright  as  noonday.  The  eyes 
of  the  solitary  planter  lazily  watched 
its  rise,  noting,  with  a  languid  interest, 
the  spreading  of  the  silver  light  as  it 
seemed  to  fill  the  clearing  in  the  trees 
before  him. 

Suddenly,  to  his  amazement,  there 
appeared  two  figures,  locked  in  deadly 
combat.  So  bright  was  the  light  that 
he  could  easily  discern  that  one  was  a 
white  man,  the  other  a  native.  Held 
spellbound  by  the  spectacle,  it  was  a 
matter  of  seconds  before  he  was  able 
to  move.  As  he  rose  from  his  chair,  he 
saw  in  the  upflung  hand  of  the  native 
the  gleam  of  a  knife.  Uttering  a  cry, 
he  rushed  forward  in  hope  of  saving 
his  fellow  countryman  from  his  ter- 
rible doom.  But,  as  he  reached  the 
edge  of  the  clearing,  the  whole  scene 
vanished  from  his  sight  as  if  by  magic. 
He  could  not  believe  the  evidence  of 
his  senses,  but  rushed  hither  and  thither 
looking  for  some  trace  of  what  he  had 
seen.  There  was  absolutely  none — even 
the  ground  showed  no  sign  of  a  strug- 
gle. Thoughtfully,  and  not  a  little  dis- 
turbed, he  reluctantly  returned  to  his 
bungalow  and  to  bed. 

Needless  to  say  the  incident  haunted 
him  and  he  decided  to  see  a  doctor  the 
next  time  he  went  to  Colombo,  to  de- 
termine whether  or  not  a  touch  of  fever 
might  be  responsible  for  his  experience. 
Accordingly,  a  few  weeks  later,  he  con- 
sulted a  doctor  whose  many  years  of 
practice  in  the  East  had  made  him  an 
authority  on  all  symptoms  of  fever. 
When  he  had  finished  his  tale,  the  elder- 
ly doctor  looked  earnestly  at  him.  "Mr. 
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Brooks,"  he  said,  "are  you  by  any 
chance  the  owner  of  a  place  formerly 
belonging  to  a  planter  named  Ellecott?" 

"Yes,"  replied  the  other,  "why  do 
you  ask?" 

"The  very  scene  that  you  have  de- 
scribed to  me,"  answered  the  doctor, 
"is  the  way  by  which  the  previous 
owner  met  his  death." 

Kitty  Rainey, 

Grade  IX,  Garry  Hall. 


CANADA 

Where  is  our  courage, 
Where  is  our  faith, 
In  this  land  of  many  a  race? 
No  German  bomb  has  smitten  our  home, 
Nor  given  us  little  place  to  roam. 
Lift  up  the  banner  and  lift  it  high, 
And  pray  that  faith  will  never  die. 
Mary  MacKay, 

Garry  Hall,  Grade  VI. 


canoes,  moving  lazily  down  the  river. 
By  the  shore,  ducks  and  swans  are  be- 
ing fed.  I  come  now  to  the  famous 
statue  of  Peter  Pan.  He  is  surrounded 
by  fairies  and  elves  and  little  mice  and 
rabbits. 

The  sun  is  beginning  to  disappear 
and  I  head  back  toward  the  gates,  as 
it  is  nearly  closing  time,  and  with  me, 
also,  hurry  nannies  and  their  charges, 
dogs  and  their  masters.  When  the  last 
person  is  out,  all  the  gates  are  shut 
until  the  next  morning. 

Betty  Loggie, 

Grade  IX,  Nelson  Hall. 


ENIGMA 

TlfHAT  is  it  that's  topped  with  a  moon 
VV       of  white 

And  sits  on  a  throne  of  brown? 
Why,  something  that's  pink  with  a  shade 
quite  light; 

I'll  tell  you,  but  please  don't  frown. 


A  VISIT  TO  KENSINGTON  GARDENS 

A  S  I  enter  Kensington  Gardens,  I  see 
many  happy  children  playing  un- 
der the  watchful  eyes  of  their  nannies. 
Others,  who  enjoy  the  garden  more 
sedately,  are  out  for  their  daily  walks 
with  their  dogs,  large  and  small.  On 
the  benches  under  the  beautiful  chest- 
nut trees,  sit  old  men  reading  news- 
papers or  watching  the  passers-by. 

As  I  continue  my  walk,  I  come  to  a 
pond  called  the  Round  Pond.  Here,  I 
see  both  children  and  old  men  sailing 
boats.  To  see  these  old  men  sailing 
and  tinkering  with  boats  makes  me 
feel  glad  that  they  have  a  hobby  that 
brings  them  so  much  happiness  and  in- 
terest. Near  here,  I  see  kites,  sailing 
way  up  in  the  air  so  high  that  I  can 
hardly  see  them. 

To  the  left  of  the  pond,  there  is  a 
large  monument  of  Queen  Victoria  and 
farther  on  is  Kensington  Palace  where 
she  lived. 

As  I  walk  along,  I  come  to  flowers 
of  all  colors  and  beautiful  trees  with 
their  pink  and  white  blossoms.  I  am 
now  nearing  the  Serpentine  River, 
where  I  see   people  in   row-boats   and 


And  sometimes  it's  painted  with  bright 
array 

Of  purple,  or  red,  or  green, 
The  one  who  possesses  it  haply  may 

Have  it  cut  with  an  edge  very  keen. 

I'll  tell  you,  if  patiently  with  me  you'll 
bear, 
You'll   know    soon,    but   don't   be   so 
quick, 
For   sometimes,   not   often,   the   face   is 
quite  bare, 
Which  amazes  the  fashionable  clique. 

This  colorful  thing  has  a  purpose  two- 
fold, 
It  is  used  for  defence  and  attack; 
Its  scratch  gives  a  rent  which  is  bloody 
and  cold, 
Its  aggressor  is  taken  aback. 

These  mysterious  things  some  will 
doubtlessly  miss, 
For  few  will  discover  my  tale, 
And  others  perplex  when  I  tell  them 
this 
That  my  story  hangs  on  a  nail. 
Barbara  Anne  King, 

Grade  XI,  Douglas  Hall. 
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MY  IMPRESSIONS  OF  ENGLAND 

T  TNFORTUNATELY  I  have  never  been 
to  England,  and  yet  I  have  learned 
about  its  immense  cities  throbbing  with 
activity,  its  ancient  cathedrals,  shadows 
of  the  early  invasions  of  Britain.  In 
short,  at  home,  and  on  the  radio  I  have 
heard  of  England  and  its  people.  In  the 
movies  and  in  books  I  have  seen  its 
lovely  scenery,  quiet  country  lanes,  and 
green  fields,  dotting  the  island  like  tiny 
pocket  handkerchiefs.  Although  I  rather 
imagined  I  would  like  to  visit  England, 
I  was  uncertain  as  to  the  welcome  I 
would  receive.  To  me,  the  English  were 
very  formal  and  rather  stuffy  people 
who  spoke  a  different  language  from 
our  "Americanized  tongue."  England 
was  far  away  and,  in  fact,  I  sometimes 
hardly  realized  it  existed. 

Then,  one  day  in  September  of  1939, 
the  news  reached  us  from  London  that 
once  more  the  little  Island  Nation  was 
at  war.  Canadian  boys  began  to  leave 
for  England,  for  Canada  soon  entered 
the  war  too.  Battle  after  battle  told  of 
the  great  bravery  of  this  little  island. 
My  opinion  began  to  change.  Surely  a 
people  who  could  laugh  at  destruction 
and  scoff  at  Hitler  and  his  merciless 
methods  was  not  so  stuffy  after  all. 

A  year  went  by.  The  actual  invasion 
of  England  began.  People  saw  their 
homes  destroyed  by  bombs,  their  loved 
ones  killed,  and  still  their  spirit  did  not 
break.  Their  courage  was  remarkable 
as  was  their  cheerfulness  in  the  face  of 
such  imminent  danger.  The  voice  of 
Churchill  comes  over  the  airwaves:  "We 
shall  fight  on  the  shores  and  in  the 
fields;  we  shall  fight  in  the  streets;  we 
shall  never  give  up  until  peace  is  estab- 
lished once  more  and  the  shadow  of  this 
dread  tyrant  is  gone  forever."  There 
were  tears  in  my  eyes  when  I  heard  it. 
I  was  proud  to  be  of  English  blood.  I 
admired  the  English;  yes,  I  loved  them 
too. 

To  our  school  have  come  English 
school  girls  to  continue  their  school  life 
with  us — a  school  life  which  has  been 
interrupted  by  the  war.  They  are  charm- 
ing girls.  They  are  jolly,  lovable  school- 
mates, and  I  like  them  very  much.  They 
are  not  stuffy  and  formal,  but  friendly 


and  kind,  and  I  have  never  felt  so  close 
to  England  and  its  people  as  I  do  now. 
They  came  out  of  war-torn  homes  to  a 
land  of  peace  and  plenty.  We  opened 
our  schools,  our  homes  and  our  hearts. 
They  have  completely  conquered.  We 
are  glad  to  give  them  all  we  can,  and 
only  wish  we  could  give  them  more. 
Their  loved  ones  and  ours  are  fighting 
for  a  common  cause.  Their  soldiers  and 
ours  are  comrades.  Why  shouldn't  their 
children  and  ours  be  comrades  together, 
too? 

When  the  Armistice  comes  it  will  find 
a  tired  Empire,  but  an  Empire  more 
strongly  united  than  ever  before.  So, 
side  by  side,  Canadians  and  Englishmen 
look  hopefully  to  the  future;  we  shall 
face  it  unafraid.  Now,  we  all  firmly 
believe  that  "There'll  Always  Be  An 
England." 

Marie  Bond, 

Grade  X,  Garry  Hall. 


THE  SEA 

T  can  hear  the  sound  of  the  sea, 
I  can  smell  the  pure  salt  air; 

For  my  heart  will  always  be  tossing 
'Mid  its  tumult  and  its  fear. 

I  toss  and  roam  on  the  crest  of  the  sea, 

Just  because  it's  the  heart  of  me. 

I  remember  how  I  used  to  sit 
And  watch  the  ships  go  by, 
I  saw  the  sails  of  a  sailing  boat 
And  I  heard  the  seagulls  cry. 
I  toss  and  roam  on  the  crest  of  the  sea, 
Just  because  it's  the  heart  of  me. 
Peggy  Auld, 

Grade  VIII,  Garry  Hall. 


A  TALE  TOLD  BY  A  TRAVELLER 

(The  Passage  of  a  Drop  of  Blood 
Around  the  Human  Body) 

"DEFORE  I  begin  to  tell  you  of  my 
journey  through  the  wonderful  land 
of  the  human  body,  I  wish  to  introduce 
myself  to  you:  I  am  Jerry  B.  Droppe, 
at  your  service. 

As  I  am  now  in  the  left  room  or  ven- 
tricle of  that  busy  pumping-machine, 
the  heart,  my  journey  will  begin  there. 
The  left  ventricle  closes  up  or  contracts 
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and  I  (with  my  many  comrades)  am 
forced  up  a  tube  or  artery  called  the 
aorta.  Branches  from  this  aorta  go  to 
the  head  and  arms.  I  seldom  go  on  that 
journey,  but  they  say  that  my  comrades 
who  do  travel  by  that  route  help  to 
warm  and  cleanse  the  cool,  fresh  air 
that  is  breathed  in  by  the  nose.  I  go 
right  on  down  the  aorta  through  the 
chest  cavity  and  also  through  the  ab- 
dominal cavity.  I  do  my  part  in  helping 
to  supply  the  stomach,  intestines  and 
all  other  organs  of  this  region  with  food 
and  oxygen.  I  help  to  carry  these  neces- 
sary substances  to  various  organs.  In 
the  small  intestines,  my  comrades  and  I 
absorb  the  digested  food  into  our  stream 
through  the  intestinal  walls.  At  this 
place  in  my  journey,  I  am  forced 
through  very  fine  blood  vessels,  called 
capillaries.  Here,  I  take  on  a  load  of 
carbon  dioxide  which  I  carry  for  some 
distance.  As  I  came  to  these  capillaries, 
I  was  a  beautiful  red  in  color,  but  when 
I  take  on  my  carbon  dioxide  burden,  I 
change  my  good  clothes  to  working 
clothes  which  are  not  such  a  bright 
shade  of  red.  I  change  back  to  my  bril- 
liant or  my  best  clothes  when  I  reach 
the  lungs. 

But  to  get  back  to  the  story  of  my 
journey — I  pass  into  some  small  veins. 
Veins,  by  the  way,  are  blood  vessels, 
which  have  thin  walls  and  valves  or 
trap-doors.  Often  (just  for  amusement) 
I  would  like  to  reverse  my  directions 
and  try  to  go  through  the  valves  the 
opposite  way.  I  have  heard,  however, 
that  these  valves  act  as  trap-doors  and 
close  at  once,  if  any  of  my  comrades 
attempt  to  fool  them  and  slip  through. 
Perhaps  I  shall  try  it  sometime  and 
play  a  joke  on  the  valves. 

The  small  veins,  through  which  I  am 
now  passing,  conduct  me  to  veins  that 
grow  larger  and  larger.  Finally,  I  go 
into  a  very  large  vein  (there  is  also  a 
large  vein  coming  from  the  head  and 
arms  of  the  body)  through  which  I  pass 
into  a  room  called  the  right  auricle. 
This  room  gets  smaller  and  smaller  and 
I  am  finally  pushed  through  another 
trap-door  into  a  second  chamber,  called 
the  right  ventricle.  This  room  also  closes 
up  and  I  am  forced   to  pass  upwards 


through  an  artery  which  carries  me  to 
the  lungs.  The  rooms  I  have  just  passed 
through,  puzzle  me.  They  are  always 
pushing  me  out!  I  don't  know  whether 
they  don't  like  me  or  whether  I  have 
been  nasty  to  them,  but  I  can't  remem- 
ber any  time  when  I  have  made  them 
angry  or  insulted  them.  I  hope  they 
are  not  angry  with  me! 

The  artery,  through  which  I  pass, 
branches  many,  many  times  when  it 
goes  to  the  lungs  and  I  pass  through  one 
of  these  branches  into  the  capillaries  of 
the  lungs.  Here,  I  put  on  my  best  suit 
of  clothes  and  receive  my  share  of  oxy- 
gen, which  accompanies  me  on  my  way 
to  the  tissues,  where  I  give  it  away. 
I  then  pass  through  a  vein,  which  con- 
ducts me  into  the  left  auricle  of  the 
heart.  Here,  again,  I  am  dropped  from 
this  room  through  a  trap-door  into  an- 
other room  called  the  left  ventricle.  Lo 
and  behold,  I  have  reached  both  my 
destination  and  my  starting-place!  It 
may  seem  a  very  aimless  life  to  you  to 
be  always  starting  from  the  same  place, 
having  a  trip,  and  coming  back  again 
to  exactly  the  same  spot;  but  those  who 
admire  (or  perhaps  flatter  me),  tell  me 
that  mine  is  a  life  of  service.  Perhaps 
it  is  true,  I  don't  know;  but,  anyway, 
I  fully  enjoy  my  work  and,  so,  having 
told  you  of  my  trip  around  the  human 
body,  I  will  say  (with  best  wishes  to  all 
for  the  future)  "good-bye!" 
Helen  McLean, 

Grade  X,  Nelson  Hall. 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

I  was  a  Nazi  bomber! 

I  flew  across  the  sea, 

And   bombed   the  soldiers'   cities 

— The  ones  like  Coventry. 

I  met  a  single  Spitfire; 

It  chased  me  back  again: 

The  bullets   fell   around   me 

Like  wintry,   English   rain. 

I  have  a  little  secret, 

I'll  tell  you  if  I  must — 

— I  was  a  Nazi  bomber, 

But  now,  I'm  merely  dust. 

Elizabeth  Holland, 
Grade   IX,   York  Hall. 
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A  TRIP  BY  PRAIRIE  SCHOONER 
AND   OXCART 

1TTE  STARTED  off  quite  early  in  the 
*  *  morning  to  go  to  Edmonton.  We 
took  with  us  one  prairie  schooner  and 
three  Red  River  Oxcarts.  We  had 
packed  our  luggage  in  the  oxcarts.  My 
wife  and  children  are  travelling  in  the 
schooner.  Some  of  my  men  are  driving 
the  oxcarts.  Our  farm  has  had  a 
drought,  so  we  are  going  to  find  another 
farm.  We  expect  our  trip  to  last  seven 
or  eight  days. 

The  wheels  of  the  oxcart  are  five 
feet  in  diameter  and  about  five  inches 
in  thickness.  When  the  oxcart  comes 
to  a  river  too  deep  to  cross,  we  strap 
the  wheels  to  the  bottom  of  the  cart 
and  stretch  a  skin  across  the  bottom 
and  we  have  a  grand  boat.  The  prairie 
schooner  cannot  do  this  so  they  go  and 
find  a  ford.  After  they  cross,  they  mark 
the  ford  for  other  schooners  to  cross. 

A  little  while  ago,  one  of  the  oxcarts 
got  stuck  in  the  mud,  so  we  all  had  to 
get  out  of  the  schooner  and  dig  the  cart 
out.    Even  the  children  helped. 

When  night  came,  we  stopped  beside 
a  river  so  we  could  have  baths  and 
wash  the  dishes.  After  our  baths  we 
all  went  to  bed. 

When  we  woke  up  we  found  the 
schooner  was  stuck  in  the  mud  and 
frozen  quite  hard,  so  we  all  had  to  pull 
and  push  and  dig  the  schooner  until 
at  last  the  schooner  came  out.  After 
that  we  had  breakfast  and  started 
again. 

After  about  seven  days,  we  saw  a 
beautiful  farm  where  we  stopped  and 
we  started  up  a  cattle  ranch  and  ex- 
pected to  spend  the  rest  of  our  days 
there. 

Moira  Burke, 

Grade  V,  Douglas  House. 


TO  ALTHEA 

We  fought,  we  loved,  we  parted,  used 

harsh  words; 
We  eyed  askance,  yet  came  once  more 

to  love. 
'Twas    you    that    followed    trails    and 

songs  of  birds, 


'Twas    I    that    books    and    plays    could 

move. 
We    sang    together,    two    in    one    our 

hearts, 
In  madrigals  and  ballads  and  old  glees. 
But    now    that    I    am   gone    to    distant 

parts, 
I  can  no  longer  lie  beneath  the  trees 
And  watch  the  birds  and  flowers  and 

the  leaves, 
Nor  listen  to  a  chaffinch'  warbling  chat 
But    I    can    see    again,    what    mem'ry 

weaves — 
Your  face,  your  voice,  your  walk,  the 

way  you  sat. 
And  so,  when  I  return  again,  we'll  go 
Once  more  where  I  did  learn  to  love 
you  so. 

Carol  Lockhart, 

P.    C,    Nelson    Hall. 


THE  FLIGHT  OF  THE  SEAGULLS 

I  stood  upon  a  cliff  beside  the  sea, 
The  waves  crashed  up  upon  that  lonely 

rock 
As  though  they  thought  the  very  shore 

to  mock. 
They  crashed   up  to   the  rock  and  up 

to  me 
And  then  dashed  back  into  the  darkened 

sea. 

Farther  down  the  shore  like  some  white 

cloud, 
I  saw  a  flock  of  sea-gulls  banded  there, 
Close  in  a  cleft  on  that  wild  shore,  so 

bare, 
The    very    sea    those    vagabonds    did 

shroud — 
Then  all  at  once  they  rose  up  in  a  cloud. 

Screaming  they  flew  into  the  darkened 

night, 
Into  the  stormy  world  beyond  the  wall 
Of   waves;   singing   their   strange   wild 

call 
They  rose  up  in  a  cloud — they  took  to 

flight; 
The   sea-gulls   winged    their   way   into 

the  night. 

1  stood  upon  a  cliff  beside  the  sea, 
The   wind   howled    eerily    around   that 
rock, 
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The   sea-gulls   seemed   the   very   world 

to  mock, 
The  waves  crashed  up  around  in  their 

mad  glee, 
And  then  dashed  back  into  the  darkened 
sea. 

Pat  Bernard, 

Grade  IX,  Douglas  HalL 


AN  AUTUMN  DAY 

rpHE   leaves   were   dancing   along   the 
quiet  country  lanes.  Some  had  part- 
ners, and  others  went  alone,  but  each 
enjoyed  its  joyous  freedom. 

Jack  Frost  had  already  put  each  leaf 
in  its  autmun  dress.  He  had  put  lovely 
Mrs.  Maple  in  vivid  orange;  jolly  Mr. 
Plum  was  in  crimson,  and  shy  little 
Miss  Poplar  was  dressed  in  dainty 
yellow. 

Father  Wind  first  blew  quietly  and 
gently,  but  gradually,  he  blew  harder 
and  harder  with  the  beat  of  the  dancers' 
rhythm.  He  encouraged  the  leaves 
along  and  joined  in  their  fun. 

The  dance,  at  last,  became  quiet  and 
all  the  tired  leaves  rested  in  their 
messy  beds,  until  again  the  dance 
would  begin. 

The  happy  old  sun  smiled  down  upon 
the  leaves,  coming,  one  by  one,  to  their 
resting  places  and  smiled  as  it  turned 
to  give  rest  and  darkness  to  the  sleep- 
ing people  and  to  wake  up  others  far 
across  the  earth. 

Robin  Little, 

Grade  VIII,  York  Hall. 


THIS   ENGLAND 

rpHIS   England   with  its   chalky   wall, 

This  England  with  its  turrets  tall, 
This   land   of   true  hearts,   strong,    and 

bold, 
This  land  of  chosen  hearts  of  gold. 

"This  other  Eden,"  Shakespeare  said, 
That  land  for  whom  its  fathers  bled. 
So  here's  to  our  England  strong  and  free, 
Here  may  freedom  always  be. 
Mary  MacKay, 

Grade  VI,  Garry  Hall. 


CORRECT    METHOD    OF    DRINKING 
WATER 

"TiRINKING  water  correctly  is  an  ac- 
complishment attained  by  few.  In 
fact,  the  canine  family  are  the  only 
ones  who  really  enjoy  drinking  water, 
but  their  beastly  habit  of  splashing  when 
they  lap  spoils  the  appearance.  Water 
should  be  served  in  a  plate  or  dish,  and 
hairnets  or  towels  should  be  supplied 
for  ladies  to  prevent  the  hair  from 
dropping  into  the  water.  Drinking 
water  in  this  way  develops  the  length 
and  muscle  of  the  tongue.  To  drink 
water  it  is  necessary  to  get  right  down 
to  it,  so  that  the  tongue  when  protrud- 
ing out  of  the  mouth  is  partly  immersed 
in  the  water.  Then  the  movement  of 
the  tongue  begins.  It  swings  like  a  pen- 
dulum back  and  forth  curling  at  the 
end  on  the  upward  swing.  To  prevent 
slopping,  the  process  must  not  be  done 
too  quickly.  This  is  the  most  enjoyable 
and  cultured  way  to  take  water  into 
your  system. 

Anonymous. 


THE  CALL  OF  THE  ROBINS 

The  call  of  the  robins,  I  hear  each  morn, 
Their  call  is  cheery  and  never  forlorn; 
I  hear  them  at  dawn,  I  hear  them  at  eve, 
Loving  little  fellows,  rustling  through 
the  leaves. 

First  they  come  and  look  around, 
You  cannot  hear  one  tiny  sound; 
They're  trying  to  find  a  place,  you  know, 
To  hide  their  nest  from  every  foe. 

The  parents  are  looking  for  sticks  and 

twigs, 
But   they  will  look  out  for  carts  and 

gigs; 
They  have  to  protect  their  own  lives  too, 
For  they  have  many  things  to  do. 

The  little  robins  will  learn  to  fly, 
Back  and  forth  in  the  clear  blue  sky. 
I  see  them  on  my  window  sill 
And  hear  the  call  of  the  robins  still. 

Virginia  McMillan, 

Grade  VI,  Nelson  House. 
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MARY'S  FIRST  HUNT 

rpHE  household  was  in  a  bustle,  as 
ear]y  as  five  o'clock,  for  today  was 
to  be  the  great  day — Mary's  first  day 
out  hunting.  She  was  eating  her  boiled 
egg  and  toast  in  the  kitchen,  while  her 
mother  fussed  with  her  hat,  gloves,  and 
the  large  packet  of  sandwiches. 

In  the  stable,  Merrylegs,  her  bay 
pony,  was  being  given  a  final  rub-down. 
At  last,  Mary's  hurried  footsteps  came 
across  the  yard.  Mary's  father  mounted 
his  own  big  horse,  after  giving  her  a 
hoist  up  on  Merrylegs. 

The  mist  had  begun  to  rise  by  the 
time  they  arrived  at  the  Golden  Pot,  the 
inn  at  which  the  meet  was  to  be  held. 
Mary  could  hardly  suppress  her  ex- 
citement at  the  sight  of  the  huntsman, 
in  his  pink  coat,  surrounded  by  hounds. 
Day  was  breaking;  a  cock  crowed,  while 
from  a  nearby  town  a  dog  began  to 
bark. 

At  that  moment  the  master  said  a 
word  to  his  huntsman  and  they  were 
off,  crowding  and  jostling  each  other  in 
the  muddy  lane. 

Mary's  father  kept  her  behind,  for 
fear  she  would  get  kicked.  They  left 
the  lane  through  a  gateway  and  went 
into  a  field  in  which  was  the  covert 
they  were  going  to  draw. 

The  huntsman  went  in,  while  the 
field  waited  outside.  Now  and  then  they 
would  hear  him  encouraging  the  hounds 
with  his  voice  or  the  horn.  At  last,  a 
''View  halloo"  sounded  from  a  hill  in 
the  distance. 

"Come  on,  Mary,"  said  her  father,  and 
they  galloped  ahead  of  the  rest  of  the 
field  into  the  wood,  at  the  end  of  which 
was  a  low  fence.  Mary's  father  gave 
her  a  lead  and,  digging  her  heels  into 
Merrylegs,  she  followed  close  by. 

"Well  done,"  said  her  father,  as  they 
galloped  side  by  side  across  the  field. 
The  music  of  hounds  was  rising  and 
falling  in  the  early  morning  air,  far 
ahead.  Mary  was  happy,  happier  than 
she  had  ever  been. 

On  they  galloped,  through  fields  and 
woods,  over  hedges  and  ditches,  along 
lanes  and  woods,  across  rickety  bridges 
and   streams;    now,   through   a   village, 


scattering    its    inhabitants    to    left    and 
right.    Onward!  Always  onward! 

Hounds  were  clustered  round  the  mas- 
ter, who  was  waving  the  fox  above  his 
head.  Mary  was  blooded,  and  even 
given  the  brush,  which  she  carefully 
secured  to  her  saddle. 

"Well,  you  have  made  a  good  begin- 
ning!" said  her  father,  as  they  jogged 
home  to  hot  baths  and  supper. 
Diana  Hanbury, 

Grade  VIII,  Garry  Hall. 


A  TRUE   STORY 

"|\/TR.  and  Mrs.  Cockrin  sat  in  front 
1'J-  of  the  fire,  discussing  where  they 
would  go  for  their  summer  vacation. 
They  decided  on  a  small  lake,  up  in 
the  woods  of  Northern  Ontario,  where 
they  hoped  to  spend  a  few  quiet  months. 

One  morning,  while  walking  in  the 
woods  surrounding  their  small  cottage, 
Mrs.  Cockrin  found  a  wounded  swan 
lying  near  the  water's  edge.  She  ten- 
derly picked  it  up  and  brought  it  home. 
After  a  few  days,  under  her  loving 
care,    the    swan   regained   its   health. 

When  the  Cockrins  returned  from 
their  vacation,  they  brought  the  swan 
with  them. 

The  next  spring,  Mr.  Cockrin's  dog, 
Spotty,  presented  them  with  five  little 
puppies.  A  few  days  later,  Spotty  died, 
and  the  swan,  who  had  grown  to  love 
the  puppies,  cared  for  them. 

To  the  amazement  of  everyone,  the 
swan  would  cuddle  the  puppies  under 
its  wing.  The  puppies  could  find  no 
warmer  place  and  loved  to  stay  there. 
Whenever  the  puppies  barked,  the 
swan  would  silence  them  with  a  fierce 
cry. 

This  unusual  companionship  created 
great  interest  in  the  community.  Peo- 
ple came  from  far  and  near  to  see  the 
swan  and  the  little  dogs. 

Soon,  the  park's-board  heard  of  the 
swan  and  sent  a  representative  to  ask 
permission  to  take  the  swan  to  the  city 
park,  where  it  could  be  seen  by  all. 
With  great  reluctance,  Mrs.  Cockrin 
consented.  There  was  a  sad  leave- 
taking  between  her  and  the  swan. 
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An  interval  of  three  years  passed. 
Mrs.  Cockrin  came  to  the  city  for  a 
visit.  She  decided  to  go  to  the  park 
to  see  her  pet. 

The  swan  was  dozing  at  the  far  end 
of  the  pool.  Mrs.  Cockrin  started  talk- 
ing to  the  caretaker.  On  hearing  its 
mistress'  voice,  the  swan  put  up  its 
head,  napped  its  wings,  and  rushed  to 
the  fence  where  Mrs.  Cockrin  stood. 
Mrs.  Cockrin  leaned  over  the  fence  and 
petted  it  and  spoke  to  it  with  loving, 
consoling  words,  while  the  swan  an- 
swered with  loud  shrieks  of  joy  and 
excitement. 

Three  days  after,  the  swan  died  of 
a  broken  heart. 

True  to   tradition,  the  swan  showed 
its   fidelity   to   its   best  friend. 
Eleanor  South, 

Grade  IX,  Garry  Hall. 


THE   CHRIST   OF   THE   ANDES 

High  up  on  the  Andes, 

There  stands  a  figure  bold, 

The  outcome  of  a  lady's  thought; 

Of  it  this  tale  is  told. 

Before  this  figure  came  to  rest, 

Quarrels  flared  'twixt  East  and  West; 

Now    'long    the    Chile    and    Argentine 

borders, 
Peace  and  quiet  this  statue  orders. 
High  over  all,  a  sign  he  bears — 
"Each  one's  burden  each  other  shares." 
The  cross  is  held  in  Christ's  own  hand, 
A  symbol  of  peace  o'er  all  the  land. 
From  far  and  near  the  people  gaze 
Upon  this  figure  in  amaze, 
These  words  are  writ  upon  its  base — 
"Ere  war  shall  come,  these  rocks  erase." 
Lorna  Body, 

Grade   VI,  York  Hall. 


MY  FAVORITE  ROOM 

QOME  people  find  their  bedroom  the 
^  most  fascinating  room  in  a  house, 
others,  their  kitchen,  still  others,  their 
library,  but  my  favorite  room  is  the 
attic.  Perhaps  I  am  not  correct  in  call- 
ing the  attic  a  room.  No  money  is  spent 
to  paper  or  furnish  it.  There  are  no 
curtains  on  the  windows  because  there 


are  no  windows!  Only  a  small  sky- 
light. It  is  not  kept  spotlessly  clean 
in  the  crevices  or  on  the  floor,  and  I'm 
not  at  all  surprised  to  find  a  daddy 
long-legs  or  cobwebs  in  the  corner.  No, 
indeed,  it  is  a  room  that  is  quite  for- 
gotten about  by  the  rest  of  the  family. 
Still,  it  is  my  favorite  room. 

In  our  attic  (as  in  others  I  suppose) 
there  are  things  that,  if  we  only  knew 
the  truth,  have  had  many  exciting 
things  happen  to  them. 

Far  back  in  a  corner,  where  no  one 
would  think  of  looking,  where  no  rays 
of  sun,  peeping  through  the  skylight 
would  reach,  stands  an  old  black  trunk, 
covered  with  dust  and  cobwebs.  It  is 
bound  in  brass  and  has  three  huge 
locks:  one  at  either  end  and  one  in 
the  centre.  Many  times,  I  have  longed 
to  open  this  trunk  but  never  have  I 
been  allowed  to  see  its  contents.  Many 
years  ago  my  great-great  grandmother 
gave  this  trunk  to  her  daughter.  When 
she  was  of  age,  she  was  to  open  it  and 
take  what  was  meant  to  be  hers,  and 
then,  lock  it  again.  Great  grandmother 
was  to  hand  it  down  to  her  daughter, 
who  should  repeat  the  same  thing.  And 
so,  now,  this  trunk  is  waiting  for  me 
to  come  of  age,  that  I  may  do  as  my 
grandmothers   have  done. 

In  another  corner,  not  so  hidden 
away,  stands  a  newer  and  better  pre- 
served trunk,  A  trunk  that  I  can  peep 
into.  In  it  are  all  my  baby  clothes  and 
playthings — a  rather  silly,  yet  senti- 
mental idea  on  mother's  part. 

There  is  nothing  so  exciting  as  to  sit 
in  this  tiny  room  on  a  rainy  day  and 
peep  out  of  the  skylight  to  watch  the 
raindrops,  like  small  diamonds,  splash 
on  the  faded  shingles  and  tumble  down 
into  the  trough,  where  they  mingle 
with  their  playmates;  or  to  open  boxes 
and  trunks  of  clothes  and  pretend  you 
are  a  pirate,  raiding  a  treasure  chest; 
or  to  be  an  old-fashioned  lady,  dressed 
in  silks  and  laces. 

When  I  have  to  leave  my  little  attic 
room,  it  is  like  descending  a  ladder  into 
a  new  world,  leaving  behind  one  that 
is  full  of  adventure  and  mystery. 
Mildred  Longstafre, 

Grade   IX,   York  Hall. 
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AT  DUSK 

irpONIGHT  I  went  down  to  the  river 
at  dusk.  The  sun  threw  its  icy 
glare  upon  the  world  beneath,  its  last 
fingers  trying  to  grasp  the  earth  as  it 
slowly  became  darker.  The  trees,  bare 
and  grey  against  the  smoky  sky,  creaked 
and  groaned  as  the  wind  blew  past  their 
leafless  branches  into  the  darkness  be- 
yond. My  attention  was  arrested  by  a 
pine,  as  it  stood  alone,  the  only  mem- 
ber on  the  bank  marring  the  dismal 
grey  and  white.  The  snow,  untrodden 
and  unbroken,  lay  white  against  the 
earth,  but  the  wind,  as  it  howled 
through  the  desolate  waste,  shifted  it 
across  the  level  frozen  river. 

A  venturesome  sparrow  who  had  left 
his  nest  in  a  tree  above  and  was  hop- 
ping across  the  river,  suddenly  took 
fright  and  headed  straight  towards  the 
fading  sun,  trilling  a  strange,  sad  mel- 
ody as  he  flew. 

The  earth  slowly  became  darker  and 
darker,  the  bank  and  the  river  becom- 
ing as  one.  The  wind,  having  calmed 
down,  left  the  world  silent  except  for 
the  faint  notes  of  the  sparrow  as  he 
flew  into  the  night. 

I  turned  to  go  up  the  bank,  but  some 
irresistible  force  held  me  back.  I  turned 
around  and  saw  the  grey-black  world 
seem  to  pause  as  if  it  were  waiting  for 
something,  as  it  has  been  waiting,  per- 
haps, since  the  beginning  of  time.  I 
looked  up  and  saw  that  my  feathered 
songster  had  returned.  The  earth  was 
dark  and  silent.  After  all,  there  was 
nothing  except  the  darkness  and  the 
silence — profound  and  deep. 

The  beauty  of  that  lonely  scene  is 
written  on  my  memory — never  to  be 
forgotten.  The  bird — the  dark — the  river 
— the  night — the  silence. 

Pat  Bernard, 

Grade  IX,  Douglas  Hall. 


O  come  on  earth  again! 

O  send  thy  pure-white  dove 
To  soothe,  to  banish  hate, 

That  we  may  dwell  in  love. 
Carol  Lockhart, 

P.C.,  Nelson  Hall. 


ODE  TO   PEACE 

r\  PEACE,  that  comes  so  slow, 

Why  must  you  hide  your  face? 
Turn  once  again  to  us 
And  let  us  see  your  grace. 


MY   FIRST   IMPRESSIONS   OF  A 
GRAIN  BOAT 

VTEWS  that  the  winner  had  arrived 
roused  us  from  a  peaceful  breakfast 
and  threw  us  into  a  wild  confusion  of 
ropes,  napping  sails  and  anchor  chains. 
Within  fifteen  minutes  we  were  on  our 
way,  creaming  through  the  lifting  heat- 
mist  which  promised  a  perfect  day. 

She  hadn't  anchored  more  than  forty 
minutes  when  we  sighted  her,  but  as 
we  approached,  we  could  plainly  see 
that  most  of  her  sails  were  stowed  and 
the  rest  napped  idly  in  the  stiffening 
breeze  of  the  early  August  morning. 
Now  and  then  the  bright  sunshine 
caught  her  well  polished  brass-work 
and  the  skylights  of  her  hatches,  mak- 
ing them  flash  like  fiery  jewels;  between 
flashes  we  made  out  her  name — "Law- 
hill."  It  seemed  to  us  that  that  was 
the  only  name  for  her,  this  tall,  majes- 
tic, three  masted  schooner  whose  life 
work  it  was  to  plough  the  seas  between 
England  and  Australia,  under  the  direc- 
tion of  her  cosmopolitan  crew,  now 
stood  out  against  the  rising  sun,  burst- 
ing the  sunlight  as  a  winner  nurses  his 
laurels. 

Drawing  closer,  we  began  to  see  signs 
of  life  on  board;  the  first  I  noticed  was 
the  ship's  cat  which  sat  sunning  itself 
on  the  starboard  gunwale  of  the  ship, 
and  squinting  sleepily  down  at  us  from 
his  perch,  as  if  he  had  come  straight 
from  the  pages  of  ''Alice  in  Wonder- 
land." Groups  of  men  sat  chatting  and 
smoking  on  the  afterdeck;  several  sat 
astride  the  yard-arms,  and  one  was 
hanging  monkey-like  from  the  bowsprit, 
adjusting  some  rigging;  and  the  Chinese 
cook  was  busy  salting  chunks  of  pig  in 
wooden  barrels.  As  our  yacht  sailed 
clean  under  her  yard-arm,  the  perfect 
calm  of  the  scene  was  rudely  disturbed 
by  a  voice,  hailing  us  in  Finnish. 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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(Continued  from  page  26) 

One  of  the  men,  (an  Orkney  man) 
who  spoke  English  with  a  strong  Scotch 
accent,  interpreted  our  desire  to  see  over 
the  boat,  to  the  other  members  of  the 
crew.  They  were  delighted  and  wel- 
comed us  on  board.  They  gladly  (and 
proudly)  showed  us  the  living  quarters, 
decorated  with  family  groups,  curios, 
souvenirs  from  all  over  the  world,  and 
antique  pictures  of  brightly  dressed 
chorus  girls.  Old  sea  chests  made  of  oak 
and  bound  with  studded  iron  bands 
were  opened  for  us,  so  that  we  might 
see  for  ourselves  the  gear  necessary  for 
travelling  on  a  grain  boat. 

They  let  us  climb  the  rigging;  inspect 
the  cargo;  watch  the  cook  at  work  in 
the  galley  and  proudly  displayed  to  us 
the  sturdy  old  wheel,  cracked  and  dull 
with  sea  water.  The  compass,  too,  was 
a  source  of  interest  to  us,  with  its  fine 
carving  of  Neptune  and  the  sea  gods 
entwined  among  its  points. 

They  gave  us  a  meal,  the  memory  of 
which  will  never  fade  when  I  care  to 
recall  it. 

At  three  o'clock,  we  took  our  leave  of 
thirty  of  the  gayest  companions  imagin- 
able. We  left  them  with  a  packet  of 
cigarettes  each,  and  a  memory  of  one 
more  inquisitive  party  of  people.  On 
the  other  hand,  they  left  us  with  an 
undetachable  memory. 

Three  days  later  I  picked  up  the  Fal- 
mouth Herald — there,  on  the  front  page 
was  a  picture,  a  picture  I  still  possess — 
the  "LawhiH"  on  the  rocks  near  Sal- 
combe  Bay.  It  was  such  a  pitiful  sight, 
this  stately  old  schooner  perched  on  the 
jagged  rocks,  her  decks  sloping  dizzily, 
and  her  cargo  strewn  around  her.  So 
fully  did  the  horrors  of  the  Cornish  coast 
occur  to  me  that  I  sat  down  and  wept 
bitterly  for  her. 

Marigold  Mann, 

Grade  XI,  York  Hall. 


TEST  YOUR  KNOWLEDGE 

TJIDDEN   in  the   following  story   are 
the  names  of  37  well  known  books 
r  plays.  Some  are  mentioned  twice,  but 
iheir  second  mention  is  not  to  be  in- 
cluded in  the  37. 


Various  Chance  Encounters 

Twenty  years  after  the  forty-five,  the 
three  musketeers  met  once  more  at  an 
inn  by  the  name  of  The  Black  Tulip.  At 
a  nearby  table  sat  Prince  Otto  and  Count 
Hannibal,  fragments  of  whose  conver- 
sation floated  over  to  the  musketeers. 
"Wait  outside  Witchwood  .  .  .  Show 
the  red  cockade  .  .  .  Take  her  to  the 
fortress  ..."  The  three  companions 
looked  at  one  another  in  excitement. 
Somewhere,  some  female  was  to  be  kid- 
napped; what  should  they  do? 

"Follow  them,"  said  Athos. 

"Take  some  food  with  us,"  said 
Porthos. 

"Wait,"  said  Aramis,  for  a  small  girl 
came  running  over  to  them. 

"I'm  little  Dorrit,"  she  said.  'My  dad- 
dy owns  the  inn.  He  told  me  to  tell  you 
that  those  two  men  are  trying  to  cap- 
ture Judith  Paris.  Her  father  owns  the 
Pickwick  papers  and  Prince  Otto  is  try- 
ing to  get  hold  of  them.  So  they're  going 
to  hold  Miss  Judith  for  ransom." 

"Where  will  they  take  her?"  de- 
manded Othos. 

"Where  is  she  now?"  said  Aramis. 

"She  and  her  mother  have  been  din- 
ing at  Bleak  House  with  Oliver  Twist, 
they  will  be  on  their  way  home  to  Castle 
Bay  now." 

"There's  no  place  like  home,"  put  in 
Porthos. 

"Don't  interrupt,"  snapped  Aramis. 

"Where's  Witchwood?"  asked  Athos. 

"Two  miles  this  side  of  Jamaica  Inn. 

Rebecca,    who    is   the   maid-in-waiting, 

said  she'd  take  you  as  far  as  the  house 

of   the    arrow,    but   she's    afraid    to    go 

further,    so    then    you    must    shift    for 

yourselves." 

*     *     *     * 

Rebecca  left  them  a  short  half-mile 
from  Witchwood;  the  stars  looked  down 
from  a  sky  like  a  flowering  wilderness, 
and  all  was  very  still. 

"Shall  we  go  to  stop  the  coach  or 
catch  the  prince  red-handed  by  wait- 
ing?" 

"As  you  like  it,"  said  Porthos,  feeling 
in  his  pocket.  An  arrow  of  gold  sud- 
denly shot  past  them  and  buried  itself 
in  the  turf. 
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"D'Artagnan!"  cried  Athos. 

A  man  stepped  from  a  thicket;  he 
stared  and  then  exclaimed  aloud, 
''Here's  a  comedy  of  errors!  I  thought 
you  were  kidnappers." 

"Are  you  after  them,  too?"  demanded 
Aramis  in  surprise. 

"Judith  is  my  sister's  daughter.  I 
heard  of  this  plot  from  a  stable-man  at 
the  inn." 

"Why  did  you  shoot  the  talisman  at 
us?    Why  not  an  ordinary  arrow?" 

"It  was  my  only  one  left." 

"But  I  thought  you  were  a  man  of 
property  now?" 

"So  I  am But  I've  been  hunting 

most  of  the  day.    Come,  or  we'll  miss 
the  carriage." 

*     *     *     * 

With  little  difficulty  they  reached  the 
crossroads  where  the  lady  was  to  be 
seized. 

"This  is  an  old  Roman  road,"  whis- 
pered D'Artagnan."  They  call  it  Angel 
Pavement." 

"It's  a  strange  name,"  said  Athos. 
Porthos  made  no  comment,  but  pro- 
duced a  package  and  a  flask  from  his 
pocket. 

Then,  suddenly,  the  heavens  opened 
and  the  rains  came  in  a  sheet  of  sting- 
ing water.  In  the  middle  of  this,  the 
sound  of  the  carriage  wheels  passed  un- 
heeded and  the  first  inkling  of  the  at- 
tack was  the  clatter  of  the  kidnappers' 
horses. 

The  four  just  men  ran  down  the  bank 
at  the  side  of  the  road  to  where  two 
men  and  a  girl  stood  laughing  and  talk- 
ing. The  four  stopped  short  and  stared. 
The  girl,  sensing  their  approach,  turned 
swiftly. 

"Why  Uncle  Remus!"  she  cried  gay- 
ly,  "whatever  are  you  doing  here?  Go 
away!  I'm  eloping." 

"Eloping!    But  " 

"Oh!  I  can  guess  what  has  happened. 
Little  Dorrit  and  that  rascally  father 
of  hers  have  been  telling  you  that  story 
of  theirs  about  father  and  the  de  Cover- 
ley   papers." 

"No.    This  time  they  were  the  Pick- 


wick papers,"  laughed  D'Artagnan,  I 
didn't  recognize  you!  Allow  me,  my 
kinsman,  Mr.  Nicholas  Nickleby — Athos, 
Porthos  and  Aramis!  I  had  forgotten 
old  Barnaby  Rudge's  partiality  for  prac- 
tical jokes." 

"Come  up  to  the  fortress  for  a  meal, 
Remus.  We'll  call  it  a  wedding  break- 
fast. I've  got  a  priest  up  there  and  a 
marriage  license,"  said  Nicholas. 

"Gladly,"  replied  the  others.  So  the 
six  men  and  Judith  Paris  journeyed  up 
the  hill  to  that  house  open  to  all  weath- 
ers, which  the  villagers  called  the  house 
of  the  four  winds,  where  Judith  and 
Nicholas  were  married  and  lived  happi- 
ly ever  after. 

Books  Mentioned 

1.  Twenty  Years  After. — Dumas. 

2.  The  Forty-five. Dumas. 

3.  The  Three  Musketeers. — Dumas. 

4.  The  Black  Tulip.— Dumas. 

5.  Prince  Otto. — R.  L.  Stevenson. 

6.  Count  Hannibal. — Stanley  Weyman. 

7.  Witchwood. — Buchan. 

8.  The  Red  Cockade. — Weyman. 

9.  The  Fortress.— H.  Walpole. 

10.  Kidnapped. — R.  L.  Stevenson. 

11.  Little  Dorrit. — Dickens. 

12.  Judith  Paris.— Walpole. 

13.  Pickwick  Papers. — Dickens. 

14.  Bleak  House. — Dickens. 

15.  Oliver  Twist. — Dickens. 

16.  There's   No   Place    Like   Home.— B. 
Nichols. 

17.  Jamaica  Inn. — D.  du  Maurer. 

18.  Rebecca. — D.  du  Maurer. 

19.  Maid-in-waiting. — Galsworthy. 

20.  The  House  of  the  Arrow.— A.  E.  W. 
Mason. 

21.  The  Stars  Looked  Down.— A.  J. 

Cronin. 

22.  Flowering  Wilderness. — Galsworthy. 

23.  As  You  Like  It. — Shakespeare. 

24.  An  Arrow  of  Gold. — Conrad. 

25.  A  Comedy  of  Errors. — Shakespeare. 

26.  The  Talisman.— Scott. 

27.  Man  of  Property. — Galsworthy, 

28.  Angel  Pavement. — Priestly. 

29.  The  Rains  Came. — Louis  Bromfield 

30.  The  Four  Just  Men.— A.  E.  W. 
Mason. 

31.  Uncle  Remus. — Harris. 

32.  de  Coverly  Papers. — Addison. 


32 


Vox     Flumini  s 


33.  Nicholas  Nickleby. — Dickens. 

34.  Barnby  Ruge. — Dickens. 

35.  House  of  the  Four  Winds.— Buchan. 

36.  Castle  Bay.— Buchan. 

37.  Chance  (in  Title).— Conrad. 


BENENDEN 

HPAKE  a  map  of  England,  and  you  will 
■*•  find,  in  the  bottom  right-hand  cor- 
ner, a  jut  of  land  called  Kent.  If  it  is  a 
physical  map,  Kent  will  be  colored 
green,  because  it  is  downland.  Down- 
land  is  a  kind  of  country  one  rarely 
sees  in  Canada.  It  is  made  up  of  long, 
rolling  hills  that  heave  up  and  subside 
again.  It  is,  in  fact,  very  like  the  sea. 
The  trees  cluster  close  all  over  it,  and 
there  are  hop-fields  with  their  green 
arches  of  tiny  leaves  and  berries,  and  in 
spring  there  are  acres  and  acres  of 
fruit-blossom. 

Once,  in  the  time  of  the  Saxons  and 
William  I,  there  was  a  great  forest  all 
over  the  weald  and  pigs  spent  sleepy 
days  in  the  glades,  and  the  Saxons 
never  dreamt  that  their  land  was  to  be 
invaded.  Then  William  came.  And  in 
his  train  was  a  young  Norman  called 
Robert  de  Hemsted.  He  acquitted  him- 
self so  well  in  battle  that  William  gave 
him  a  grant  of  land  in  Kent.  So  Robert 
de  Hemsted  came  riding  to  Benin  Dene, 
as  it  was  called  then;  and  he  knew  he 
liked  the  place.  So  he  set  up  a  house 
there,  not  a  castle,  for  he  was  a  peace- 
loving  man.  There,  he  and  his  descend- 
ants lived  for  over  a  hundred  years. 
Then  they  all  died  or  were  killed. 

So  a  stranger  came  to  Hemsted  Park, 
William  d'Echyngham,  and  he  too  lived 
there  for  many  years.  The  Guldeford 
family  was  the  next,  though  in  between 
there  had  been  one  or  two  short  owner- 
ships. And  in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth, 
Thomas  Guldeford  did  great  things.  He 
was  also  very  high-born,  for  he  was  a 
close  relative  of  the  Lord  Guldeford 
Dudley,  who  married  the  Lady  Jane 
Grey.  Maybe  Elizabeth  thought  she  had 
better  appease  the  relatives  (even  by 
marriage)  of  the  poor  ill-fated  Lady 
ane,  so  she  paid  a  visit  to  Hemsted. 
There  she  was  received  with  ceremony 
and  was  presented  with  a  golden  bowl 


in  honor  of  the  occasion,  and  in  the 
evening,  the  villagers  danced  and  there 
was  great  merry-making. 

But  all  good  things  must  pass,  and 
with  Elizabeth's  death,  the  Guldefords 
sank  lower  and  finally  died  out.  Then 
came  a  new  family,  the  Norrises.  They 
did  not  become  famous  until  Queen 
Anne's  reign,  when  Admiral  Sir  John 
Norris  was  Admiral  of  the  Fleet  and 
Vice-Admiral  of  England.  His  nick- 
name was  Foul  Weather  Jack,  because 
wherever  he  went  he  ran  into  bad 
weather.  His  son,  also  John,  had  a 
beautiful  bride,  the  famous  Kitty 
Fisher.  But  disaster  came.  The  black 
plague  struck  the  village  and  four 
months  after  the  wedding,  Kitty  Fisher 
died  of  the  plague.  They  say  that  on 
Mid-summer  Eve,  Kitty  Fisher  walks  in 
the  present  house;  and  because  in  the 
old  house  the  floors  were  lower,  there 
is  now  a  dormitory  taking  in  half  of 
two  of  the  old  floors.  Thus  Kitty  Fisher 
walks  with  her  waist  up  in  one  room 
and  her  hips  down  in  the  other!  So 
they  say. 

Then  came  Thomas  Hallett  Hodges. 
He  was  a  Justice  of  the  Peace  and  held 
a  great  many  county  offices,  and  was  a 
very  public-spirited  gentleman — good 
works  and  charitable  impulses  filled 
his  days.  But  his  son  left  Hemsted,  and 
it  passed  to  Lord  and  Lady  Cranbrook. 
Lord  Cranbrook  was  also  a  public- 
spirited  gentleman,  but  he  preferred 
politics  to  good  works,  and  was  in 
three  Cabinets  during  the  great  years 
of  British  Statesmanship  under  Dis- 
raeli. 

It  was  at  Hemsted  that  the  old  Lord 
and  Lady  celebrated  their  golden  wed- 
ding and  were  dutifully  feted  by  their 
tenants.  Lord  Cranbrook  was  the  village 
benefactor.  He  pulled  down  the  old 
Norris  house,  a  white,  flat-faced  affair 
and  built  the  present  house  in  the  style 
of  James  I,  with  castellated  eaves,  red 
bricks,  old  beams  and  tall  chimneys. 
He  rebuilt  the  old  church  and  repaired 
the  grave-yard,  where  the  graves  are 
marked  by  mossy  stones  dating  right 
back  to  1400  and  earlier.  The  original 
church  built  in  the  twelfth  century 
was  gutted  by  fire  in  1667,  and  was  re- 
built then.   The  subsequent  weathering 
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of  two  hundred  years  had  made  it  un- 
safe. 

Then  the  comfortable  padded  secur- 
ity of  the  Victorian  reign  came  to  an 
end,  and  the  park  passed  through  many 
hands,  including  those  of  Lord  Rother- 
mere,  until  it  was  bought  for  a  school. 
In  1923,  the  first  Benenden  girls  took 
possession.  Since  then,  two  new  houses 
have  been  built,  a  gym  has  been  added 
and  a  magnificent  hall,  capable  of  seat- 
ing six  hundred  or  more.  There  are 
twenty-two  grass  courts  and  six  hard 
ones,  a  swimming-pool,  and  grounds 
large  enough  for  a  long  walk  without 
going  beyond  the  bounds.  There  is  a 
fund  now  for  a  new  chapel. 


The  present  heads  are  Miss  Sheldon, 
Miss  Hindle,  and  Miss  Bird;  each  has 
charge  of  a  part  of  the  school  business 
as  well  as  being  in  charge  of  a  house. 
Miss  Sheldon  has  charge  of  the  school- 
ing, Miss  Bird  sees  to  the  health  of  the 
girls  and  Miss  Hindle  is  the  accountant. 
There  are  six  houses,  Hemsted,  Guide- 
ford  Echyngham,  Norris,  Medway 
(Lord  Cranbrook's  family  name  was 
Medway)  and  Marshall,  named  after 
the  first   chairman   of  the   council. 

Shortly  after  the  outbreak  of  war, 
the  school  had  to  be  moved  to  New- 
guay,  a  town  in  the  south-west  of 
England. 

Carol  Lockhart,  P.C.,  Nelson. 
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Physical  Education 


JUNIOR  BASKETBALL 

"T   WANT   it   first!"     "No,    I   get   it,   I 
said  so!" 

These  excited  cries  came  from  happy 
girls,  all  anxiously  getting  on  their 
shoes  in  a  vain  endeavor  to  be  first  to 
get  the  ball.  This  happens  every  Mon- 
day and  Wednesday  at  4:30.  Miss  Low- 
man,  our  instructress,  is  greeted  with 
joyous  cries  from  the  participants.  Un- 
der the  able  direction  of  Miss  Lowman, 
we  managed  to  win  two  games  and  the 
total  scores  showed  Riverbend  leading. 

Scores:  31-4,  Riverbend  won,  against 
Rupert's  Land.  12-1,  St.  Mary's  beat 
Riverbend.  23-16,  Riverbend  beat  St. 
Mary's.  26-17,  Rupert's  Land  beat 
Riverbend. 

D.  M. 


SENIOR  BASKETBALL 

TjWERY  Tuesday  and  Friday  the  gym 
■^  at  Riverbend  was  the  scene  of 
much  hard  work,  such  as  shooting  for 
baskets  and  trying  to  work  out  "plays." 
The  girls  who  attended  these  practices 
are  very  enthusiastic  and,  under  the 
capable  instruction  of  Miss  Lowman, 
this  enthusiasm  was  developed  into  an 
ability  in  playing  the  game.  The  games 
between  Rupert's  Land,  St.  Mary's  and 
Riverbend  were  very  close  especially 
at  the  end  of  the  season.  Our  hopes 
are  high  for  the  future. 

The  team  wishes  to  thank  Miss  Low- 
man  for  her  patient  coaching,  and  the 
girls  who  turned  out  to  cheer  the  team 
on. 

The  scores  were  as  follows: 

Nov.    5 — Rupert's    Land 

1st  team — 43   Rupert's   Land,   3   River- 
bend. 

2nd  team — 15  Rupert's  Land,  12  River 
bend. 

Nov.  22— St.  Mary's 

.st  team — 49  St.  Mary's,  25  Riverbend. 
id  team— 28  St.  Mary's,  23  Riverbend. 


March  7 — Rupert's  Land 

1st  team — 32  Rupert's  Land,  4  River- 
bend. 

2nd  team— 23  Rupert's  Land,  12  River- 
bend. 

March  21 — Riverbend 

1st  team — 16  St.  Mary's,  12  Riverbend. 
2nd  team — 6  St.  Mary's,  18  Riverbend. 

K.  R. 


SWIMMING 

f\N  an  average,  the  number  of  people 
who  have  gone  to  the  "Y,"  on 
Wednesday  afternoons,  has  not  been 
great,  as  the  senior  school  have  diffi- 
culty in  getting  off  early,  but  those 
who  have  gone,  have  got  a  lot  of  en- 
joyment out  of  it.  They  have  been  care- 
fully instructed  in  the  more  common 
strokes  and  have  also  learnt  new  ones. 
They  have  received  good  advice  and 
useful  hints  on  their  diving  and  have 
made  quite  good  progress  with  it. 

Several  weeks,  house  points  were 
given  to  those  getting  the  highest  marks 
in  a  swimming  test,  and  quite  a  few 
people  received  them. 

The  hard  winter  has  not  damped  the 
spirits  of  the  few  enthusiastic  swim- 
mers, and  we  are  very  grateful  to  Miss 
Gregory  and  Miss  Mclnnis  for  giving 
up  their  Wednesday  afternoons  to  take 
them. 

M.  M. 


INTER-HOUSE    BASKETBALL 

TN  THE  first  week  of  May  the  Inter- 
*-  House  basketball  games  were  played, 
amidst  the  cheering  shouts  of  the  ex- 
cited onlookers.  York  defeated  Garry 
and  Douglas  defeated  Nelson  in  the  two 
hard  -  fought  semi  -  finals.  York  and 
Douglas  met  in  the  deciding  game  and 
played  hard  and  well,  urged  on  by  their 
loyal  supporters.  The  final  victory  went 
to  York. 

J.  H. 
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SPORTS'  DAY 

rpUESDAY,  October  1st,  dawned  as 
■*~  any  other  sunny  fall  day,  but  it 
closed  on  a  changed  people.  That  morn- 
ing, the  girls  of  Riverbend  School  had 
been  excited  and  expectant.  That  night, 
many  mothers  were  rubbing  sore  legs 
and  putting  tired  girls  to  bed  at  un- 
usual hours.  The  explanation  for  this 
was  that  Riverbend  had  had  its  annual 
field  day.  The  parents  and  friends  had 
again  witnessed  bicycle  races,  jumping, 
ball  throwing,  and  running.  They  had 
laughed  at  the  obstacle  races  and  had 
enjoyed  the  fine  contribution  that  the 
kindergarten  children  had  made  to  the 
day.  When  the  points  received  by  the 
girls  for  their  houses  were  added  up, 
it  was  found  that  Douglas  rated  the 
senior  cup,  and  York  Hall,  the  junior 
cup.  The  girls  appreciated  the  sports' 
day  and  had  to  thank  for  such  a  splen- 
did addition  to  their  school  life,  Miss 
Lowman  and  the  others  who  had  made 
it  possible. 

B.    A.   K. 


RIDING 

TfWERY  Wednesday  afteroon  the  rid- 
ers leave  for  an  enjoyable  afternoon 
spent  on  the  riding  paths  outside  Win- 
nipeg. Afterwards,  beginners  complain 
of  stiff  muscles,  but  if  they  were  asked 
I'm  sure  they  would  say  it  had  been 
worth  it. 

In  the  autumn,  there  were  many  girls 
who  rode  regularly  every  week.  Though 
in  the  winter  months  riding  ceased,  it 
has  once  more  begun  and  now,  once  a 
week,  girls  can  be  seen  leaving  for  the 
riding  stables. 

M.  H.  B. 


SKATING 


A  S  in  former  years  this  activity  was 
very  prominent,  particularly  among 
our  English  guests  who  could  not  enjoy 
this  pastime  in  the  Old  Land.  Many, 
by  their  patience  and  perseverance, 
will  no  doubt  be  seeking  the  laurel  now 
held  by  our  Margaret  Melnnes,  of 
whom    we    are    all   so    proud,    for   the 


honors  she  brought  to  Riverbend  in 
her  recent  triumph  as  senior  lady 
champion  at  the  Winter  Club.  Here 
is  hoping  that  before  long  we  will  have 
produced  another  Queen  of  the  Blades. 
Shirley  Lush. 


THE  GYM  DISPLAY 

fFHIS  year  the  dancing  and  gym  dis- 
plays  were  presented  together.  The 
parents  and  friends  who  attended,  spent 
an  enjoyable  and  entertaining  evening 
in  the  school  auditorium. 

From  the  kindergarten,  who  enacted 
"The  Old  Woman  in  the  Shoe,"  to  the 
senior  school's  apparatus  and  dancing, 
the  program  ran  through  smoothly  and 
efficiently.  Every  event  appeared  out- 
standing. The  junior  school's  boxwork, 
skipping,  waltz,  and  tap  dance  were 
delightful,  while  the  smooth  precision 
of  the  seven's,  eight's  and  nine's  exer- 
cises and  marching  left  nothing  to  be 
desired. 

After  the  Grade  X  tumbling  and  the 
Grade  XI  horse  work,  selected  girls 
from  the  senior  school  presented  an 
excellent  display  of  dancing,  including 
Russian  peasants,  Greek  warriors,  Sea- 
gulls   and   Vintagers. 

The  Grand  March  can  not  be  over- 
looked, as  the  smart  marching  of  the 
girls  was  one  of  the  highlights  of  the 
evening. 

A  vote  of  thanks  is  in  order  to  Miss 
Lowman  and  Miss  Lloyd  in  preparing 
our  display.  Also  we  wish  to  express 
our  appreciation  to  Miss  Stuart  and 
Miss  Sigurdson  for  their  support  at  the 
piano. 

R.  E. 


FIRST  AND  SECOND  SENIOR  BASKETBALL  TEAMS 
Back  Row— Anne  Kingsley,   Winnifred  Ruth   Mclntyre,   Betty   Best,   Kitty  Rainey,   Shirley   Lush, 
Jessie  Dangerfield,  Rosamond  Esling,  Eleanor  South. 

Front  Row— Margaret  Winstanley,  Marion  Booth,  Joan  Harris,  Jane  Lee,  Shirley  Pinfold,  Barbara 
A.  King,  Betty  Dowler. 


JUNIOR  BASKETBALL  TEAM 
Kathleen   Richardson,   Ellen   Kinneard,   Jean   Gardiner,    Marie   McCrimmon, 
Rosa  Rayner,  Peggy  Auld,  Valery  Rayner,  Donalda  Murdoch. 


Robin    Little, 
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Al 


umnae 


Officers,  1940-1941 

President Feme  Lount 

Vice-President Margaret    Powell 

Treasurer Mary    Harris 

Recording  Secretary Joyce  Burns 

Corresponding  Secretary Anna  May 

Coghill. 

Social Mrs.  W.  J.  Sinclair 

Representative  to  Advisory  Council 

Constance  Guy. 

Officers,  1941-1942 

President Mrs.  W.  J.  Sinclair 

Vice-President Mary  Harris 

Corresponding  Secretaries Margaret 

Powell   and   Betty  Newcombe. 

Treasurer Betty    Morton 

Recording  Secretary Joyce  Burns 

Social  Caroline  Harris 

Program Margaret  Dowler,  Margaret 

Mclnnes,  Dolores  Edmond,  Winnifred 
Ruth  Mclntyre,  Catherine  Bingeman, 
Beverley  Latter,  Kitty  Parker. 

Representative  to  Advisory  Council 

Margaret  Anderson. 


The  Alumnae  wish  to  take  this  oppor- 
tunity to  extend  best  wishes  to  the 
graduating  class. 


ACTIVITIES 


rpHIS  year  the  Alumnae  decided  to 
arrange  a  Valentine's  dance  for  the 
senior  school  and  their  friends.  This 
was  held  in  the  school  auditorium  and 
all  reported  a  wonderful  time.  Later 
in  the  year  a  luncheon  in  the  Hudson's 
Bay  dining-room  gave  the  Alumnae  an 
opportunity  to  meet  and  talk  over 
Riverbend  days.  The  annual  old  girls' 
day  took  place  early  in  May.  Then  the 
present  Riverbend  basketball  teams 
showed  its  superiority  over  the  Alum- 
nae team. 

This  year  the  Alumnae  undertook 
to  have  the  library  catalogued.  They 
hope  that  this  will  make  the  library 
more  valuable  to  Riverbend  girls. 


COMMUNICATIONS 

21  Vesta  Drive, 

Forest  Hill  Village, 
Toronto,  Ont., 

April  29,  1941. 
Dear  Vox  Fluminis: 

Here  it  is  April  and  I  have  been  living 
in  Toronto  four  months.  During  that 
time  I  have  become  more  and  more  ac- 
customed to  my  new  surroundings.  I 
know  now  that  there  are  two  main  de- 
partment stores  in  Toronto — Eaton's 
and  Simpson's — no  Hudson's  Bay;  that 
Yonge  Street  is  over  one  hundred  years 
old;  that  the  Queen  City  is  situated  on 
Lake  Ontario,  not  Lake  Erie;  and  that 
you  pay  your  street-car  fare  upon  leav- 
ing not  entering  the  car. 

In  all  seriousness,  Toronto  is  a  beau- 
tiful city,  full  of  opportunities  for  en- 
tertainment and  education  among  other 
things.  Its  schools,  both  public  and 
private,  are  excellent,  and  there  is 
never  a  dull  moment  in  Toronto.  For 
there  is  either  a  thrilling  hockey  game 
at  the  spacious  Maple  Leaf  Gardens, 
or  a  ballet,  play  or  opera  at  the  Royal 
Alexandra   theatre. 

I  don't  live  right  in  the  city,  but  in 
Forest  Hill  Village.  It  is  a  lovely  dis- 
trict with  an  excellent  High  School 
which  I  attend. 

The  Village  High  School  is  a  very 
large  brick  building,  set  in  large  well- 
kept  grounds.  The  "Tuck  Shop"  is  a 
separate  building  behind  the  school, 
where  the  pupils  congregate  at  noon 
or  at  3.30  for  a  hot-dog  and  "coke." 
The  school  has  an  excellent  gym  and 
auditorium,  which  are  used  to  advan- 
tage by  the  students. 

The  school  curriculum  is  very  sim- 
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ilar  to  that  of  Riverbend.  Special  em- 
phasis is  placed  on  practical  education, 
and  courses  such  as  Home  Economics, 
Manual  Training  and  Business  are  a 
few  of  the  most  popular.  Basketball, 
volleyball,  hockey,  and  football  are 
chief  among  the  sports  of  Forest  Hill. 
A  school  band  and  dance  orchestra 
provide  music  for  special  occasions. 

Our  class  periods  are  the  same  length 
as  those  of  Riverbend,  but  school  closes 
here  at  3:30.  The  only  undesirable  fac- 
tor is  that  in  Ontario  we  have  to  take 
Grade  XIII  before  we  start  University; 
which  means  that  when  the  present 
Grade  X  at  Riverbend  are  in  Univer- 
sity, I'll  still  be  plodding  through  High 
School. 

Although  I  like  Toronto  very  much 
and  I  have  made  many  new  friends 
here,  I  miss  the  teachers  and  girls  at 
Riverbend  as  well  as  prayers  in  the 
morning,  house  meetings,  and  prefects, 
teas,  gym  displays — and  milk  and  bis- 
cuits at  recess! 

However,  I  keep  pretty  well  up  to 
date  on  Riverbend  news,  thanks  to  the 
wonderful  letters  and  the  odd  clippings 
from  the  Tribune  or  Free  Press.  I  only 
hope  if  any  of  you  come  to  Toronto  you 
will  drop  in  and  see  me. 

Before  I  close,  let  me  wish  good  luck 
to  the  Vox  Fluminis  and  to  all  the  four 
houses — Garry  in  particular. 

Sincerely, 

MARIE  BOND. 


Elmwood,  Rockliffe  Park, 

Ottawa,  April  26,  1941. 

Dear  Vox  Fluminis: 

A  Riverbend  "Old  Girl."  What  a  love- 
ly important  sounding  word  that  is! 
Proud  of  my  new  title,  I  decided  to 
write  a  letter  to  you  as  soon  as  I  heard 
it  was  time  for  the  new  magazine  to 
"come  out." 

As  you  probably  know,  I  am  at  this 

ent  continuing  my  education  (?)  at 

aod,    in    Ottawa.     Elmwood    isn't 

as    large    as    Riverbend,    though 

are  more  boarders.  We  wear  green 


tunics,  blazers,  and  berets.  A  study  in 
green!  There  are  three  houses,  Fry, 
Nightingale,  and  Keller.  I  am  in  Fry 
and  it's  about  in  the  same  position  York 
was.    Guess  where? 

We  have  forms  here  instead  of  grades 
and  it  was  a  bit  confusing  at  first  to 
"unmix"  them.  I  am  in  form  six  matric. 

The  day  school  is  not  much  different 
from  that  of  Riverbend.  We  have  five 
periods  in  the  morning  and  various  ex- 
tra classes  in  the  afternoon.  Then  we 
have  tea  and  games,  etc.  Though  lights 
are  out  half  an  hour  earlier  than  in 
"days  of  yore,"  we  welcome  it  gladly. 
Nancy  and  I  are  still  rooming  together. 

We  did  quite  a  bit  of  skiing  this  win- 
ter and  though  certainly  I  am  not  adept 
at  it,  I  enjoyed  it  very  much. 

Now,  I  think,  I  have  used  my  share 
of  magazine  space,  so  I  really  must  stop. 
Before  closing,  though,  I'd  like  to  send 
my  regards  to  the  "old"  boarders,  and 
best  of  luck  to  this  year's  Vox  Fluminis. 

Yours  sincerely, 

DOROTHY  KENNEDY. 


Artistry 


— is  one  of  the  most  important 
factors  in  the  creation  of  beautiful 
corsages,  wedding  bouquets  and 
floral  tributes  for  all  occasions. 
Although   prices   are   lowest   .   .    . 


Artistry  is  a  Traditional  Part 
of  Every  Creation  by 


VICTOR  SCOTT 
Phone  21  881-2        311  Donald  St. 


Vox     F  lumini  s 


39 


HIGHLIGHTS,    1940-1941 


1— The  Graduates.  2— Leaving  the  Church.  3— The  Garden  Party. 

4 — The  Garland  Dance.  5 — The  Tambourine  Dance. 

6 — Grade  X's  "Geometry." 

7,  8,  9,  10— Field  Day,  October,  1940. 

11 — Miss  Bell  and  the  Benenden  girls. 

12 — The  attendants  in  the  Opera. 

13— The  Fates  and  Sailors. 
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flunot 


WHY  DID  THEY  MAKE  ME  DO  IT? 

TJUMOUR?  Oh  yes,  it's  all  right  for 
some  of  the  bright  young  things 
who  are  always  making  witty  remarks, 
but,  honestly,  I  don't  feel  a  bit  funny. 
By  the  way,  who  was  it  that  asked  me 
to  do  the  Humour?  That's  the  most 
amusing  thing  I  can  think  of  at  the 
moment.  Very  nice  of  them  to  offer  me 
the  job  and  all  that,  but  I  wish  I  hadn't 
accepted.  I  suppose  I  didn't  realize  how 
hard  it  was  to  be  funny.  Lorna  Aikins! 
— yes,  she  asked  me;  I  think  I'll  go 
along  and  have  a  little  talk  with  her; 
maybe  she'd  just  let  me  off  with  doing 
the  Photography — after  all  that's  quite 
a  responsibility  for  a  person  like  me. 

"I  say,  do  you  know  where  Lorna  is? 
— You  don't? — Well,  where  is  she  likely 
to  be? — She's  riding.  Oh  dear!  Thank 
you." 

Next  Morning 

"Er — Lorna,  do  you  remember  ask- 
ing me  to  do  Humor  and  Photography 
for  "Vox  Fluminis,"  some  while  ago? — 
You  do?  Well,  I  was  wondering  if  I  need 
do  the  Humour,  because  nobody  has 
said  anything  funny  for  simply  years. 
You  see,  Betty  Cameron  has  been  away 
a  lot  and  Miss  Shepley  hasn't  been  as 
funny  as  usual;  perhaps  if  you  asked 

her,  she  might  say  something !!!??? 

Oh,  yes,  Lorna,  I  quite  understand;  of 
course,  I  know,  I  was  at  all  the  commit- 
tee meetings yes,  I'll  try — I'll  begin 

at  once. 

So  here  I  am,  a  little  shattered  and 
depressed,  but  otherwise,  moderately 
cheerful.  Do  you  know  any  funny 
stories?  I  always  forget  them  directly 
I've  laughed  at  them.  I  know  Miss 
Shepley   has   made   some   priceless   re- 


JoL.E.BBUfc 


marks,  and  so  have  Betty  Best  and 
Lorna,  and  there  was  the  time  when 
Miss  Moffat  called  us  all  a  lot  of  droops! 
Do  you  think  anyone  would  think  them 
funny  now? — No,  neither  do  I.  I  couldn't 
remember   them   anyhow. 

I  always  seem  to  laugh  at  the  wrong 
thing,  and  everyone  turns  round  and 
stares  at  me — most  embarrassing. 

Why,  in  the  name  of  Christendom, 
don't  I  feel  humorous!  Perhaps  I'll  go 
and  pray  for  a  sense  of  humour.  I  know 
it's  mentioned  somewhere  in  an  old 
prayer.    Yes,  that's  what  I'll  do. 

M.M. 


E.  Holland  (absently):  "Can  anyone 
lend  me  a  name  tape?" 

*     *     * 

Jane  Lee:  "Miss  Shepley,  I  had  such 
a  thrilling  dream  last  night,  all  in  tech- 
nicolour." 


*     *     * 


Miss  Grant:  "Betty,  you  shouldn't  be 
wearing  a  sloppy- joe  at  noon;  where  is 
your  shirt?" 

Betty  Best:  "Oh,  I've  got  lots  of  shirts, 
but  they're  both  at  the  laundry." 

*  *     * 

Husband:  "What  are  you  planning  to 
do  tonight?" 

Wife:  "Nothing  special.  I'll  probably 
write  a  letter  or  two,  read,  listen  to  the 
radio,  and  so  on." 

Husband:  "When  you  come  to  the 
'so  on,'  don't  forget  my  shirt  buttons." 

*  *     * 

Shirley  Pinfold  (excitedly  explaining 
a  geometry  proposition):  "And  perpen- 
diculars were  dropped  from  A  and  B 
respectfully." 
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Margaret  Hamilton:  ".  .  .  and  he  shot 
the  lion  in  his  pyjamas." 

Betty  Cameron:  "Well,  for  heaven's 
sake,  how  did  it  get  there?" 


There  was  a  great  disturbance  in 
Grade  XI  room  about  the  length  of 
time  it  took  them  to  do  their  geometry. 

Margaret  MacInnes:"Good  heavens,  I 
did  mine  in  half  an  hour  and  thought 
nothing  of  it." 

Miss  Shepley:  "I  read  it  through  and 
thought  the  same  thing." 

*  *     * 

Kathleen  R.:  "I  would  like  to  ask  a 
question." 

Miss  Moffat:  "What  is  it?" 

Kathleen  R.:  "If  the  Egyptians  wrote 
on  slabs,  did  they  need  a  hammer  to 
break  the  news?" 

*  *     * 

Dory  Edmond:  "Aren't  your  socks  in- 
side out?" 

Betty  Cameron:  "Sure,  my  feet  were 
hot,  so  I  turned  the  hose  on  them." 

*  *     * 

Miss  Gregory:  "How  was  iron  dis- 
covered?" 

Pat  Bernard:  "I  heard  my  dad  say 
they  smelt  it." 

*  *     * 

Marjorie  Kehm:  "Which  would  you 
desire  most  in  a  man:  brains,  work  or 
appearance?" 

Shirley  Rooper:  "Appearance,  of 
course,  and  the  sooner  the  better." 

*  *     * 

Professor:  "What's  your  name?" 

Freshman:    "Marigold." 

Professor:  "I  said  your  name,  not  your 


Miss  Argyle:  "Gloria,  what  does 
H2SO..  signify?" 

Gloria  Cotrite:  "Ah — er,  I've  got  it 
right  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue." 

Miss  Argyle:  "Well,  you'd  better  spit 
it  out,  it's  sulphuric  acid." 


Question  on  exam.:  "Give  the  number 
of  tons  of  coal  exported  from  Canada 
in  any  given  year." 

Reita  (scratching  her  head)  writes: 
"1491  .  .  .  none. 

*  *     * 

Mona-Shirley:  "How  do  you  know 
that  he  has  false  teeth?" 

Doris:  "It  came  out  in  a  conversa- 
tion." 

*  *     * 

Nancy  Complin  was  sitting  near  a 
fussy  woman  in  a  streetcar.  Nancy  kept 
sniffling  till  at  last  the  woman  asked, 
"Have  you  a  handkerchief?" 

Nancy  (looking  very  dignified):  "Oh, 
yes,  but  I  don't  lend  it  to  strangers." 

*  *     * 

Virginia  George  (entering  a  Home  Ec. 
lesson):  "What's  that  noise?" 

Joan  Pickard:  "That's  the  kettle  hum- 
ming." 

Virginia:  "What's  it  humming?" 

Joan:   "Oh,  "Home  on  the  Range,"  I 

expect. 

*  *     * 

Miss  Moffat:  "Are  these  jokes  orig- 
inal?" 

M.  Mann:  "Oh,  yes!  I  copied  them 
out  of  a  book  myself." 


If  Adam  came  back  to  earth,  prob- 
ably the  only  thing  he  would  recognize 
would  be  these  jokes. 


ANSWERS  TO  "HOW  WELL  DO  YOU 
KNOW  YOUR  PREFECTS?" 
2,  5,  1,  7,  4,  3,  6,  8. 
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CANDID   CAMERA    SHOTS 


I,  2,  4,  5— Through  Riverbend  with  four  Grade  XI  girls. 
3 — Grades  I  and  II. 

6— For  residents  of  the  red  house. 
7    8>  9>  io— Boarders  taking  exercise. 

II,  12,' 13— Grade  X  and  XI  Picnic,  1940. 
14,  15,  16— Easter  in  the  Rockies. 
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School  Directory 


DOUGLAS  HALL 

Name  Address  Telephone 

Head— Margaret  Mclnnes  253  Waverley   St.   401  554 

Secretary — Betty  Dowler  81  Waterloo  St.  402  779 

Treasurer— Alice   Bull   50  Osborne  St.  46  881 

Sports'  Captain — Barbara  Anne  King  ...1050  Grosvenor  Ave.  41  517 

Winnifred  Ruth  Mclntyre  258  Dromore  Ave.   41  789 

Mary  Weiner  4  Templewood  Avenue,  Hampstead, 

London,  N.  W.  3,  England 

Ruth  Wilkinson  407  Kingston   Crescent  201  446 

Shirley  Rooper  Reel  Hall,  Shamley  Green,  Guildford, 

Surrey,  England 

Reita  Weppler  Prairie  River,  Saskatchewan .... 

Jane  Lee  _  115  Brock  Street 403  038 

Patricia  Nortbcote  Driftway,  St.  Mary's  Road,  Leather- 

head,  Surrey,  England 

Isobel  Rice-Jones  534  Wardlaw  St.  41  226 

Pat  Bernard  __  211  Kingston  Row  203  864 

Nancy  Complin  109  Niagara  St.  401  139 

Margaret  Jamieson  774  Wellington   Crescent   45  216 

Rosa  Rayner Cerne  Abbas,  Dorset,  England 

Marie  McCrimmon  Meadow   Lake,   Saskatchewan 

Joan  Ross  Montreal,  Quebec  

Betty  Street  Little  Grand  Rapids,  Manitoba 

Shirley  Swail  297  Kingston  Row  201  565 

Moira  Burke  126  Wellington   Crescent  49  798 

Mary  Mathers  340  Dromore  Ave.   45  658 

Julie  Ann  Harris 125  Wellington   Crescent  49  798 

Donna   Plant   831  Dorchester  Ave.   48  472 

Elizabeth  Ann  Beaton 303  Montrose  St.  402  707 

Nancy  Smith  100  Waterloo  St.  402  671 

Valerie  Head  Niagara  St.  

Irene  Koppel  Sts.  B.  508  Stradbrooke  St 42  224 

STAFF: 

Miss  Sadie  Gregory  292  Waverley  St.   401  185 

Miss  Mildred  Crawshaw  530  Rathgar  Ave.  48  588 

Miss  Helen  Mclnnis  211  Oak  St.  403  809 


GARRY  HALL 

Name  Address  Telephov 

Head— Mar jorie  Kehm  38  Crescent  Place,  Wilmette,   Illinois, 

U.  S.  A. 
Secretary— Anne  Kingsley  104  Hamilton  Terrace,  London,  Engla 

or  Redcliffe  Hotel,  Paignton,  Co. 

wall. 
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Treasurer— Shirley  Lush  171  Waverley   St.  41648 

Sports'  Captain— Eleanor  South 92  Niagara  St.  401  163 

Mary  Carpenter  233  Hertford  Blvd.  61  016 

Mary  Elizabeth  Edgar  105  Brock    St.    401515 

Dolores  Edmond  824  Wellington   Crescent  41  466 

Margaret  Hamilton  226  Handsart  Blvd.,  Tuxedo 

Doris   Moscarella   323  Kingsway  Ave.  43  875 

Mona-Shirley  Paget 520  Raglan  Road  36  378 

Dulcie  Ellershaw  296  Furby   St.   34  975 

Dorothy   Dickson   Bagot,  Manitoba  

Virginia  Ross  George  221  Academy  Road  44  131 

Jean  Gardiner  89  Scotia  St.  57  186 

Kitty  Rainey  137  Elm   St.   47  401 

Peggy  Auld  703  Wellington   Crescent  46  445 

Marion  Hambley 1469  Wellington   Crescent   401  121 

Diana    Hanbury    c/o   Quilter  &   Co.,   50   Gresham   St., 

London,  E.C. 

Barbara   Kinnaird   201  Harvard  St. 

Gail  Graham  328  Oak  St.  401  773 

Mary  McKay  121  Yale  Ave 42  479 

Marjorie  Lynn  Mclntyre  258  Dromore  Ave.  41  789 

Sheila  Smith  University  of  Manitoba  44  951 

Elizabeth  Moody  97  Ash    St.    402  852 

Eileen   Hart   Ste  9,  Sheridan  Apts.  35  392 

Judy  Adamson  345  Yale  Ave.   45  277 

Cara  Joy  Hughes  108  Kingsway  Ave.  47  512 

Cecily  Ann  Gunne  Royal  Oak  Court  Annex 44  049 

Delphine  Davey  753  Garfield  St.  : 

STAFF: 

Mrs.  Alice  Price  124  Walnut  St.  : 30  039 

Miss  Edna  Burns Ste.  20,  Greysolon  Apts.  72  972 

Miss  Mary  Moffat Bradwell,  Sask.  


NELSON  HOUSE 

Name  Address  Telephone 

Head— Shirley  Pinfold  43  Middle  Gate  34  907 

Secretary — Jessie  Dangerfield   171  Claremont   Ave.    202  410 

Treasurer — Lorna  Aikins  218  Roslyn  Road  47  084 

Sports'  Captain— Joan  Pickard  297  Yale  St.  45  032 

Jane  Swithinbank Maidstone,  Kent  

Carol  Lockhart  Cheshire,  England 

Esther  Stronach  292  Montrose   St.    401  642 

Marion  Booth 1190  Wellington   Crescent  402  478 

Joan   Herd   39  East   Gate   31  809 

Helen  Palk  336  Dromore  Ave.   41  495 

Helen   McLean   . 901  Wellington   Crescent  43  992 

Jean  McNern  171  Elm  St.  401  095 

Betty  Loggie  265  Dromore  Ave.   45  217 

Helen  Trick ey  853  Palmerston  Ave.  33  334 

Elizabeth  Auld  703  Wellington  Crescent  46  445 

Marjorie    Love    122  Grenville  Blvd.  62  641 

Valery  Rayner Cerne  Abbas,  Dorset,  England. 

Isobel  Slater 253  Overdale  St.  62  272 

Mary   Colyer   : 225  Dromore  Ave.  __  45  641 
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Virginia  McMillan  157  Ethelbert   St.   35  342 

Helen  Emerson  196  Waterloo  St.  401  134 

Joy  Knox  143  Garfield  St.  35  678 

Betty  Cooper  389  Montrose  St.  402  039 

Joan  Colloday  21  East   Gate  37  825 

Kathleen  Street Little  Grand  Rapids,  Man.  

Tesser  Turnbull  106  Middle  Gate  33  100 

Barbara  Body  84  East   Gate   31  465 

Moira  Smith President's   Residence   of   University 

of  Manitoba  44  951 

STAFF: 

Miss  Mary  Shepley  Brandon,  Man.  

Miss  Frances  Argyle  108  Garfield  St.  33  191 

Miss  Ruth  Douglas  835  Somerset  Ave.,  Ft.  Garry 42  126 


YORK  HOUSE 

Name  Address                                          Telephone 

Head— Betty  Best  104  Walnut  St 34  635 

Secretary— Jean  Love  122  Grenfell  Blvd.  62  641 

Treasurer— Margaret  Winstanley  320  Waverley   St.   403  388 

Sports'  Captain — Joan  Harris  125  Wellington   Crescent   49  798 

Gloria  Brown _.  220  Waverley   St.   401510 

Gloria  Cortrite  Hanna,  Alberta  

Phyllis  Hunter  63  Niagara  St.  403  960 

Betty  Cameron  Kenora,   Ont.   

Shirley  Edmond  125  Ash    St.    401  097 

Rosamond  Esling  190  Elm    St.   402  698 

Marigold    Mann    S.  Devon,  England  

Penelope  Hodgson  Calcutta,  India  

Elizabeth   Holland   Oxfordshire,   England  

Mildred   Longstaffe   29  Oakview  Ave.   501532 

Kathleen  Richardson  475  Wellington   Crescent  44  678 

Sherry  Carruthers  3  Evergreen  Place  49  195 

Ellen  Kinneard  37  Roblin  Bldv.,  Charleswood 

Robin  Little  12  Sheridan   Apts.   71  246 

Donalda   Murdoch   104  Monck  St.  203  652 

Lorna  Body  48  East  Gate 31  465 

Joan  Carruthers 3  Evergreen  Place  49  195 

Mercedes  George  221  Academy  Road 44  131 

Barbara   McLean   901  Wellington   Crescent   43  992 

Arma    Sifton   514  Wellington   Crescent  46  814 

Jean  Colloday  21  East  Gate    37  825 

Elizabeth  Abbott  130  Waterloo    St.    401971 

Mary  Lou  Sime  35  Balmoral  Place  36  550 

Diane  Johnson  16  Greysolon   Apts.   33  314 

Clementine  McNern Detroit,  Michigan  

STAFF: 

Miss  Allison  Grant 346  Stradbrooke    St.    46  010 

Miss  Maurine  Stuart  Keeler,  Saskatchewan  

Miss  Snjolaug  Sigurdson  39  Alloway  Ave.  36  357 

Miss  Mary  Bell  Lindum  Close,  Wragby  Road, 

j    Lincoln,  England. 
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Adu&UUeM, 

Aikins,  Loftus,  Aikins  and  Mac- 

McKnight's  Drug  Stores. 

Aulay. 

North  Star  Oil  Ltd. 

Broadway  Florists. 

Orchid  Florists. 

Birks  Dingwall. 

Partridge-Halliday  Ltd. 

Cambridge  Riding  Academy. 

Peerless  Laundry  Ltd. 

Canada  Packers  Ltd. 

James  Richardson  and  Sons  Ltd. 

Capitol  Coal  Co.  Ltd. 

Robert  S.  Ramsay. 

Crescent  Creamery  Co.  Ltd. 

Speirs-Parnell  Ltd. 

City  Dairy  Ltd. 

United  College. 

T.  Eaton  Co.  Ltd. 

The  Wallingford  Press  Ltd. 

A.  B.  Gardiner 

Western  Music  Ltd. 

Great-West  Life  Assurance  Co. 

Winnipeg  Engraving  Co.  Ltd. 

Hudson's  Bay  Co. 

Winnipeg  Piano  Co. 

Moore's  Taxi  Ltd. 

BREAD    and    CAKES 


BREAD- 


Whether  it  be  for  your  daily  table  requirements  or  for  special 

occasions,  we  can  be  of  service. 
Beautiful  white  or  brown  Pullman  Bread  for  your  sandwiches. 
Dutch  Oven  Bread  for  your  table. 
Raisin  Bread  for  your  morning  toast. 

Rye  Bread,  Sesame  Seed  Bread,  Boston  Brown  Bread  for  a  change. 
A  variety  to  suit  every  taste. 

CAKES- 

Individual  Cakes  from  15c  up. 

Cakes  baked  in  sheets  for  parties,  etc. 

Place  your  baking  problems  in  our  hands  and  you  will  be 

delighted. 

Our  Service  on  Every  Street  in  Greater  Winnipeg 

Speirs  Parnell  Baking  Company  Limited 


666  -  78  Elgin  Ave. 


Phone  23  881  -  83 


Vox     Flumini  s 


Autographs 


47 


48 


Vox    F  lumini  s 


Buy  Your  Summer  School 


Uniforms 

at  the  "Bay" 


Canada's  FIRST  Store 

►  First  in  Reliability 

►  First  in  Quality 

►  First  in  Fashion 


The  regulation  Riverbend  uni- 
form beautifully  fashioned 
from  pre-shrunk  Indian  Head 
material,  with  neat  Peter  Pan 
collar.  A  uniform  that  will 
wear  long  and  launder  well. 
Sizes  6  to  18  $3     J  C 


years  

Calots  to 
match  .... 


69c 


New  Riverbend  Blazers.  You'll 
want  one  of  these  gay  and 
jaunty  coats,  so  beautifully 
tailored  from  fine  wool  flannel. 
The  school  "Red"  with  white 
cord  trim.  $^    Q^ 

Sizes  6  to  18  years.        ■  •^«* 

Also  with  double  yoke  and 
lined   sleeves.  $E?    QC 

Sizes  6  to  18  years  .      ^  •  ^^ 


Second  Floor,  The  "Bay' 


^ttfconlf 'Bag  (Eomimttgt 

INCORPORATED     2??    MAY   1670 
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^Ehe   Prescription 


for  glasses  that  your  Eye  Physician  gives  you  is  vital  to  your  com- 
fort. To  obtain  satisfactory  results,  it  is  equally  essential  that 
your  glasses  be  accurately  made  and  properly  fitted  by  a  Guild 
Optician. 

Ask  Your  Doctor 

ROBERT     S.     RAMSAY,     Guild  Optician 

Medical  Arts  Building         -        Winnipeg 


CAPITAL  IBi  COAL  C9 


All  that  is  Best  in  Our 
Canadian  Coal 

WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL 

CAPITAL   COAL    COMPANY    LTD. 

246  SOMERSET  BLDG.  -  -  Portage  and  Donald 


Compliments  of  .  .  . 

WINNIPEG    PIANO    CO 

PORTAGE  AVENUE 
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oB6S  TAX,  tr 


FIRST 


SERVICE 
IN      COURTESY 
SAFETY 


PHONE 


28-333 


EXCLUSIVE  SERVICE  TO  RIVERBEND  SCHOOL 


Cambridge 
Riding  Club 

HUNTERS,   JUMPERS   AND 

SADDLE  HORSES 

FOR  HIRE 


A  Safe  Place  to  Learn  the 
Art  of  Riding 


We  Invite  Inspection 


Phone  44  117        Walter  J.  Kane 


^Dependable 

£)rug 

Service 


william  a.  Mcknight 

DRUGGIST 

Three  Stores: 

101  Sherbrook  St.  Phone  30  151 
871  Westminster  Ave.  "  35  311 
Academy  Rd.  &  Ash  St.  "     402  700 
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Phone  24  180 

BROADWAY     FLORISTS 

Flowers  For  All  Occasions 

WE  SPECIALIZE  IN  CORSAGES 

277  Portage  Ave.                 -                                                   Winnipeg 

WILLIAM  PENN 
MOTOR  OIL 


Tru 


,    period 
Economy 


nce 


NORTH  STAR 
ENERGY  GASOLINE 


NORTH  STAR  OIL  LIMITED 


COMPLIMENTS   OF 

PARTRIDCE^HALLIDAY 

PLUMBING  &  HEATING 

Phone  92  801 
144  Lombard  Street  -  Winnipeg 
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EATON'S  fa 

RIVERBEND 
UNIFORMS 

OF  COURSE  it's  Eaton's  for  your  uniform  —  just  as  it's  Eaton's  5th 
Floor  for  your  party  frock,  your  summer  play-clothes.  The  right 
clothes  for  any  occasion  are  in  our  5th  Floor  Juvenile  Section.  Riverbend 
Uniforms  are  tailored  according  to  regulations;  prices  as  follows: 

GREY  TUNICS— All  wool  flannel. 

Sizes  6  to  20  years,  each $6.95 

WHITE  BLOUSES— Mercerized  cotton  broadcloth. 

Sizes  6  to  20  years,  each $1.25  and  $1.59 

SCARLET  BLAZERS— Wool  flannel.    Sizes  6  to  18  years. 

With  lined  sleeves,  each  $6.50 

With  unlined  sleeves,  each  $5.50 

Juvenile  Section,  SJ.   EATON    CSmtcd 

Flith  Floor  WINNIPEG  CANADA 
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AN  EDUCATIONAL  FUND 

AMONG  the  many  forms  of  insurance  issued  by  the 
Great-West  Life  there  is  one  that  provides  for  the 
establishment  of  a  fund  to  carry  on  the  education  of 
children  from  school  through  college. 

There  are  various  ways  in  which  this  can  be  accom- 
plished, and  we  cordially  invite  you  to  write  us,  or  if 
you  prefer,  to  call  us  on  the  telephone  and  arrange  for 
a  visit  from  one  of  our  representatives,  accustomed  to 
deal  with  such  matters. 

B.  V.  BOND,  Branch  Manager 
Phone  96  144 


THE 


GREAT  WEST  LIFE 

ASSURANCE  COMPANY 

HEAD    OFFICE      ---WINNIPEG 


Complete   Grain    Handling   Facilities 

COUNTRY  ELEVATORS  ...  Capacity  4,000,000  Bushels 

TERMINAL  ELEVATORS  Capacity  4,000,000  Bushels 

at  the  Head  of  the  Great  Lakes 
33  GRAIN  CARRIERS  ON  THE  LAKES 


Whether  it  be  a  Wagon  Load  or  a  Car 
Load,  Your  Interests  Will  Be  Served. 


N.  M.  PATERSON  &  COMPANY  LTD 

609-613   GRAIN  EXCHANGE,  WINNIPEG       -       FORT   WILLIAM 
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PEERLESS  QUALITY   SERVICE    .    .    . 

Proven  through  the  years  to  be  truly  "beyond  compare" 
LOWEST  PRICES 

Member  National  Research  Council 


.M,T^o\ 


AIKINS,  LOFTUS,  AIKINS  &  MacAULAY 

BARRISTERS,  Etc. 

WINNIPEG  -  -  MANITOBA 


mpliments  of  .  .  . 

A.  B. 

GARDINER 

178  Kennedy  Street 

mts  ()f 

WESTERN 

MUSIC 

11 

Donald  Street 

Phone  93  241 
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Compliments  of  .  .  . 

(Crescent  Or  earner y  Gompany 

Limited 

MILK   -   CREAM   -   BUTTER   -   ICE  CREAM 

Telephone  37  101 


IT  has  been  our  pr* 
*■  responsible  for 
we  hope  that  in 
to  the  years  1 


<//**" 


Phone 


,RD  t 


The  Name  .  . 


Strka  StngmaU 


ON     THE     GIFT     BOX    IS 
ASSURANCE   OF   FINE   QT  a_ 

BIRKS  DINGWALL  LIM'T-t? 

Portage  Avenue  at  Smith  Street  Jewellers 
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KLIK'  open  a  tin  of  KLIK  .  .  . 
and  there  —  ready  to  use  —  is 
the  most  delicious  and  flavory 
meat  product  ever.  KLIK  is 
all  pork  and  in  its  square  shape 
is  most  convenient  for  no  end 
of  uses.  Another  thing  .  .  .  use 
KLIK  your  own  way  in  your 
favorite  dishes  .  .  .  you  don't 
need  special  recipes.  KLIK  is 
economical  .  .  .  there's  no  bone 
...  no  waste. 

When  you  get  a  tin  of  KLIK 
at  your  regular  store,  ask  for 
the  little  booklet  suggesting  its 
many  uses.  KLIK  will  'KLIK' 
for  breakfast,  luncheon,  dinner, 
late    snacks,   picnics,   camping. 


KLIK    IS   A    REGISTERED 
TRADE-MARK 


KLIK  is  a  product  of  CANADA  PACKERS  LIMITED 

Producers  of 
York  Canned  Meats — Maple  Leaf  TendersweeT  Hams 


James  Richardson  &  Sons 


I.I.MI 


Grain  Merchants 

in  Canada 

Si  n  c  e 

1857 


Shippers  an 


Head  Office 

WINNIPEG 

Offices 


T 


Canada 


